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LIFE OF LORD BYRON*. 



Lrrrw 3M, TO MR, MOORE. 

" Ravenna, October 17. 1820, 

" You owe me two letters — pay them. I want to 
know what you are about. The summer is over, and 
you will be back to Paria. Apropos of Paris, it was 
not Sophia Gail, but Sophia Goff — the English word 
Gai/ — who was my correspondent." Can you tell 
who she is, as you did of the defunct • ■ ? 

" Have you gone on with your Poem ? I have 
received the French of mine. Only tliink of being 
traduced into a foreign language in such an abomin- 
able travesty I It is useless to rail, but one can't 
help it. 

" Have you got my Memoir copied ? I have be- 

* I lud miHaken Ihe naine of the lad; he enquired aFter, 
and reportsd her to bim as dead. But, on the receipt of the 
above letter, I discovered that his correspondenC was Madame 
BopMe Cay, mother of the celebrated poeten and beauty, 
Mademoinelle Delphi no Caj. 
VOL. V. B 
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gun a continq^ioit. Shall I send it joa, as far ai 
it is gone ?- -, 

" I cafi't say any thing to you about Italy, for the 
GovermneGt here look upon me with a suspicious 
eye, as I am well informed. Pretty fellows I — as if 
I, a solitary stranger, could do any mischief. It 
IK. because I am fond of ride and pistol shooting, 1 
believe ; for they took the alann at the quantity of 
cartridges I consumed, — the wiseacres! 
' " You don't deserve a long letter — nor a letter at 
all — for your silence. You have got a new Bourbon, 
it seems, whom they have christened ' Dieu-donnfi;" 
— perhaps the honour of the present may be dis- 
puted. Did you write the good lines on , the 

Laker? • • 

" The Queen has made a pretty theme for the 
journals. Was there ever such evidence published? 
Why, it is worse than ' Little's Poems ' or ' Don 
Juan.' If you don't write soon, I will ' make you 
a speech.' Yours," &c. 



Letter 395. TO MR, MURRAY. 

," Rayennn, Sbre 9S°, 1820. 

" Pray forward the enclosed to Lady Byron. It 
is on business. 

" In thanking you for the Abbot, I made four 
grand mistakes. Sir Jolui Gordon was not of Gight, 
but of Bogagicht, and a son of Huntley's. . He 
sufl'ered ttol for his loyalty, but in an insurrection. 
He had nothing to do with Loch Leven, having been 
dead some time at the period of the Queen's confine- 
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ment; and, fourthly, I am not sure that he was the 
Queen's paramour or no, for Robertson does not 
allude to tills, though Walter Scott does, in the list 
he gives of her admirers (as unfortunate) at the 
close of ' The Abbot.' 

" 1 must have made all these mistakes in recollect- 
ing my mother's account of the matter, although she 
was more accurate than I am, being precise upon 
points of genealogy, like all the aristocratical Scotch. 
She had a long list of ancestors, like Sir Lucius 
O'Trigger's, most of whom are to be found in the 
old Scotch Chronicles, Spalding, &c. in arms and 
doing mischief. I remember well passing Loch 
Leven, as well as the Queen's Ferry : we were on 
our way to England in 1798. 

" You had better not publish BlackwooJ and the 
Roberts' prose, except what regards Pope; — you 
have let the time slip by." 

The Pamphlet in answer to Blackwood's Magazine, 
here mentioned, was occasioned by an article in 
that work, entitled " Remarks on Don Juan," and 
tliough put to press by Mr. Murray, was never pub- 
lished. The writer in tiie Magazine havbg, in 
reference to certain passages in Don Juan, taken 
□ccBsron to pass some severe strictures on the 
author's matrimonial conduct. Lord Byron, in his 
reply, enters at some length into tliat painful subject; 
and the following extracts from his defence, — if 
defence it can be called, where there has never yet 




i chaise, — will be perused with 



■* My learned brotber proceeds to observe, thai 
> il is in rain tor Lord B. to attempt in any way to 
juBtiij btj own beJtaviour in that affair : and now 
that be bas so cpenijf and avdanmuly invited en- 
quiry and reproach, we do not see any good reason 
why be should not be plainly told so by tlie voice at 
his countryoien.' How far the ' openness ' of ao 
anonymous poem, and the * audacity ' of an imaginary 
character, H-hich the writer supposes to be meant 
for Lady B. maybe deemed to merit this formi- 
dable denunciation from their ' most sweet voices,' 
I neither know nor care; but when he tells me that 
I cannot ' in any way justify my own behaviour in 
that aJfair,' I acquiesce, because no man can 'justify' 
himself until he knows of what he is accused j and I 
have never had — and, God knows, my whole desire 
has ever been to obtain it — any specific charge, in 
a tangible shape, submitted to me by the adversary, 
nor by others, unless the atrocities of public rumour 
and the mysterious silence of tlie lady's legal advisers 
may be deemed sucli.* But is not the writer 
content with what has been already said and done? 
Has not ' the general voice of his countrymen' long 
ago pronounced upon the subject — sentence with- 

• While thcsfl sheeis are pasang through the press, ■ 
ptinted BloMmEoI has been tiaiismittiHl to me by Laily Noel 
UyroD, which the reader «ill find inserted in the Appendii to 
thi> volume. I^FirU EdMaii,') 
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out trial, and condemaation without a charge ? 
Have 1 not been exiled by DstFacism, except that 
the shells which proscribed me were anonymous ? 
1b the writer ignorant of the public opinioD and the 
public conduct upon that occasion ? If he is, 1 am 
not ; the public will forget both long before I shall 
cease to remember either. 

" The man who is exiled by a faction has the con- 
solation of thinking that he is a martyr ; he is upheld 
by hope and the dignity of his cause, real or ima- 
ginary : he who withdraws from the pressure of 
debt may indulge in the thought that time and pru- 
dence will retrieve his circumstances : he who is 
condemned by the law has a term to his banishment, 
or a dream of its abbreviation ; or, it may be, the 
knowledge or the belief of some injustice of the law , 
or of its administration in his own particular: but 
he who is outlawed by general opinion, without 
the intervention of hostile politics, illegal judgment, 
or embarrassed circumstances, whether he be inno- 
cent or guilty, must undergo all the bitterness of 
exile, without hope, n'ithout pride, without ullevi- 
ation. This case was mine. Upon what grounds 
thepubUc founded their opinion, I an not aware; but 
it was general, and it was decisive. Of me or of 
mine they knew little, except that I had written 
what is called poetry, was a nobleman, had married, 
became a father, and was involved in differences 
with my wife and her relatives, no one knew why, 
because the persons complaining refused to Rtate 
their grievances. The fashionable world was divided 
into parties, mine consisting of a very small minority; 
V 3 
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the reasonable world was naturally on the stronger 
side, which happened to be the lady's, an was most 
proper and polite. The press was active and scur- 
rilous ; and such was the rage of the day, that the 
unfortunate publication of two copies of verses rather 
complimentary than otherwise to the subjects, of 
both, was tortured into a species of crime, or con- 
structive petty treason. I was accused of every 
monstrous vice by public rumour and private ran- 
cour : my name, which had been a knightly or a 
noble one since my fathers helped to conquer the 
kingdom for William the Norman, was tainted. I felt 
that, if what was whispered, and muttered, and mur- 
mured, was true, I was unfit for England ; if fidae, 
England was unfit for me. 1 withdrew : but this 
was not enough. In other countries, in Switzerland, 
in the shadow of the Alps, and by the blue depth of 
the lakes, I was pursued and breathed upon by the 
same blight. I crossed the mountains, but it was 
the same ; so I went a little farther, and settled 
myself by the waves of the Adriatic, like the stag at 
bay, who betakes him to the waters. 

" If I may judge by the statements of the few- 
friends who gathered round me, the outcry of the 
period to which I allude was beyond all precedent, 
all parallel, even in those cases where political 
motives have sharpened slander and doubled enmity. 
I was advised not to go to the theatres, lest I should 
be hissed, nor to my duty in parliament, lest I should 
be insulted by the way ; even on the day of my 
departure, my most intimate friend told me after- 
wards ttiat he was under apprehensions of violence 
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from the people who might be assembled at the 
door of the carriage. However, I was not deterred 
by these counsels from seeing Kean in his best char- 
acters, nor from voting according to my principles ; 
and, with regard to the third and last apprehensions 
of my friends, I could not share in them, not being 
made acquainted with their extent till some time 
after I had crossed the Channel. Even if I had 
been so, I am not of a nature to be much affected by 
men's anger, though I may feel hurt by their aver- 
sion. Against ail individual outrage, I could pro- 
tect or redress myself; and against that of a crowd, 
I should probably have been enabled to defend my- 
self, with the assistance of others, as has been done 
on similar occasions. 

" I retired from the country, perceiving that I was 
tbe object of general obloquy ; I did not indeed 
imagine, like Jean Jacques Rousseau, that all man- 
kind was in a conspiracy against me, though I had 
perhaps as good grounds for such a chimera as ever 
he had : but I perceived that I had to a great extent 
become personally obnoxious in England, perhaps 
through my own fault, but the fact was indisputable ; 
the public in general would hardly have been so 
much excited against a more popular character, 
irithout at least an accusation or a charge of some 
land actually expressed or substantiated ; for I can 
hardly conceive that the common and every-day 
occurrence of a separation between man and wife 
could in itself produce so great a ferment. I shall 
uj nothing of the usual complaints of ' being pre- 
pdgedf' ^ condemned unheard,' ' unfairness,' ' par- 

B 4 
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tiality,' and so forth, the usual changes rung bj 
parties who have had, or are to have, a trial ; but I 
was a httle surprised to find myself condemned 
without being favoured with the act of accusatiott, 
and to perceive in the absHice of this portentous 
charge or charges, whatever it or they were to be, 
that every possible or impossible crime was rumoured 
to supply its place, and taken for granted. This 
coidd only occur in tlie case of a person very mudi 
disliked, and I knew no remedy, having already 
used to their extent whatever little powers I ml^t 
possess of pleasing in society. I had no party in 
fashion, though 1 was afterwards told that there was 
one — but it was not of my formation, nor did I then 
know of its existence — none in literature ; and in 
politics I bad voted with tbe Whigs, witli precisely 
that importance which a Whig vote possesses in 
these Tory days, and with such personal acquunt- 
ance with the leaders in both bouses as the society 
m which I lived sanctioned, but without claim tx 
expectation ofanytbing like fi-iendsliip from anyone, 
except a few young men of my own age and stand- 
ing, and a few others more advanced in life, which 
last it had been my fortune to serve in circumstances 
of difficulty. This was, in fact, to stand alone : and 
I recollect, some time after, Madame de Slael said 
to me in Switzerland, ' You should not have warred 
with the world — it will not do — it is too strong 
always for any individual : I myself once tried it in 
early life, but it will notdo.' I perfectiy acquiesce 
m the truth of this remark ; but the world had done 
me the honour to begin the war ; and, assuredly, if 



peace U only to be obtained by courting and paying 
tribute to it, I am not qualified to obtain its counle- 
nancc. I thought, in the words of Campbell, 



lis absence may be Irarne." 

" I have heard of, and believe, that there i 
human beings bo constituted as to be insensible to 
nyuries; but I believe chat tlie best mode to avoid 
tajdng vengeance ia to get out of the way of tempt- 
Ktioa. 1 hope that I may never have the opportunity, 
fiw I am not quite sure that I could resist it, having 
derived from my mother something of the ' perfer- 
vidum mgenium Seotorwn.' I have not sought, and 
■hall not seek it, and perhaps it may never come 
in my path. I do not in this allude to the party, 
vfao might be right or wrong ; but to many who 
made her cause the pretext of tlieir own bitter- 
ness. She, indeed, must have long avenged me in 
her own feelings, for whatever her reasons may 
have been (and she never adduced them to me at 
least), she probably neither contemplated nor con- 
ceived to what she became the means of conduct- 
ing the father of her child, and the husband of her 
choice. 

" So much for ' the general voice of his country- 
men :' I wil! now speak of some in particular. 

"In the beginning of the year 1817> an article ap- 
peared in the Quarterly Review, written, I believe, 
by Walter Scott, doing great honour to him, and no 
ditgrace to me, tliough both poetically and personallj- 
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more than sufficiently favourable to the work and tfae 
authorof whom it trented. It was written at at 
when a selfish man would not, and a timid one dared 
.jiot, have said a word in favour of eitlier ; it 
written by one to whom temporary public opii 
had elevated me to the rank of a rival — a proud dis- 
tinction, and unmerited ; but wbich has not ] 
vented me from feeling as a friend, nor him f. 
more than corresponding to that sentiment. Tilt 
article in question was written upon the thiri 
Canto of Childe Harold, and after many observ- 
ations, which it would as ill become me to repeat as 
to forget, concluded with ' a hope that I might yet 
return to England.' How this expression was 
ceived in England itself I am not acquainted, butil 
gave great offence at Rome to the respectable ten oi 
twenty thousand English travellers then and there 
assembled. I did not visit Rome till some time 
after, so that I had no opportunity of knowing the 
feet ; but I was informed, long afterwards, that the 
greatest indignation had been manifested in the 
enlightened Anglo-cirele of that year, which hap- 
pened to comprise within it — amidst a considerable 
leaven of Welbeck Street and Devonshire Place, 
broken loose upon their travels — several really wefl- 
bom and well-bred femilies, who did not the less 
participate in the feeling of the hour. ' WTijf should 
he return to England?' was the general excla 
tion — I answer whyf It is a question I have oi 
sionally asked myself, and I never yet could give it 
a satisfactory reply. I had then no thoughts c 
returning, and if 1 have any now, they are of busi- 
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less, and not of pleasure. Amidst the ties tliat bare 
been dashed to pieces, there are liaka yet entire, 
thou^) the chain itself be broken. There are duties, 
sad connections, which may one day require my pre- 
sence — and I am a father. 1 have still some friends 
whom I wish to meet again, and, it may be, an 
enemy. These things, and those minuter details of 
business, which time accumulates during absence, in 
every man's affairs and property, may, and probably 
wiU, recall me to England ; but I shall return with 
the same feelings witb whicji 1 left it, in respect to ' 
itself, though altered with regard to individuals, as I 
have been more or less informed of their conduct 
nnce my departure ; for it was only a considerable 
time af^er it that 1 was made acquainted with the 
real facts and fall extent of some of their proceedings 
and language. My friends, like other friends, from 
conciliatory motives, withheld from me much that 
they could, and some things which they should have 
unfolded ; however, that which is deferred is not lost 
— but it has been no fault of mine that it has been 
deferred at all. 

" I have alluded to what is said to have passed 
at Rome merely to show that the sentiment which 
I have described was not confined to the Knglish in 
England, and as forming part of my answer to the 
reproach cast upon what has been called my ' selfish 
exile,' and my ' voluntary exile.' ' Voluntary' it has 
been ; for who would dwell among a people enter- 
taining strong hostility against him ? How far it has 
beea ' selfish' has been already explained." 
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The following passages Jrom the same unpublinhed 
pamphlet will be found, in a literary point of view, 

" And here I wish to say a few words on the pre- 
gent state of English poetry. That this is the age 
of the decline of English poetry will be doubted bj 
few who have calmly considered the subject. Thai 
there are men of genius among the present poets 
makes little against the fact, because it has been 
well said, that ' next to him who forms the taste of 
his country, the greatest genius is he who corrupts 
it.' No one has ever denied genius to Marino, who 
corrupted not merely the taste of Italy, but that of 
all Europe for nearly a century. The great cause of 
the present deplorable state of English poetry is to 
be attributed to that absurd and systematic depreci- 
ation of Pope, in which, for tlie last few years, there 
has been a kind of epidemical concurrence. Men 
of the most opposite opinions have united upon this 
topic. Warton and Churchill began it, having 
borrowed the hint probably from the heroes of the 
Dunciad, and their own internal conviction that thea 
proper reputation can be as nothing till the most 
perfect and harmonious of poets — he who, having 
no feult, has had reason made his reproach — was 
reduced to what they conceived to be his level ; but 
even theif dared not degrade him below Drj-den. 
Goldsmith, and Rogers, and Campbell, his most 
fluccessfiil disciples ; and Hayley, who, however 
feeble, has left one poem ' that will not he willin^y 
let die ' (the Triumphs of Temper), kept up the re- 
putation of that pure and perfect style ; and Crabby 



the first of living poets, has almost equalled the 
master. Then came Darwin, who was put down by 
a single poem in the Antijocobin; and the CruGcans, 
from Merry to Jemingham, who were annihilated 
([[ NotAing can be said to be annihilated) by Gifford, 
the last of the wholesome English satirists. ■ ■ ■ 

" ThcBe three personages, S ■ •, W • •, and C ■ ", 

had ail of them a very natural antipathy to Pope, and 

[ respect them for it, as the only original feeling or 

1 pinciple which they have contrived to preserve. 

Mliitthey have been joined in it by those who have 

lyiiaedtheni in nothing else; by the Edinburgh Re- 

■ viewers, by the whole heterogeneous mass of living 

I English poets, excepting Crabbe, Rogers, Gifford, 

I and Campbell, who, both by precept and practice, 

I have proved their adiierence ; and by me, who have 

I diamefully deviated in practice, but have ever 

I loved and honoured Pope's poetry with my whole 

I Miul, and hope to do so till my dying day. 1 would 

' rather see all I have ever written lining the same 

trunk in which 1 actually read the eleventh booic of 

ainodem Epic poem at Malta, in 1811, (I opened it 

to take out a change afber the paroxysm of a tertian, 

in the absence of my servant, and found it lined 

with the name of the maker. Eyre, Cockspur- street, 

and with the Epic poetry alluded to,) than sacrifice 

what I firmly believe in as the Christianity of English 

poetry, the poetry of Pope. 

" Nevertheless, I will not go so far as • " in his 
postscript, who pretends that no great poet ever had 
immediate fame, which, being interpreted, means 
that • • is not quite so much read by hia conterapo- 
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present state of poetry id Eugknd, and having had] 
it kuig, as mr triends aod otbeK well know — p 
sessmg, or having possessed loo, as a writer, the 
of the public for the time being — 1 have not adopt- 
ed a dilfereat plan in mj own compositions, and 
deavoured to correct rather than encourage the taste ! 
of the day. To this 1 would answer, that it U 
easier to perceive the wrong than to pursue the 
right, and that I have never contemplated the pros- 
pect ' of filling (with Peter Bell, see its Prefecfe) 
permanently a station in the literature of the <nuD- 
try.' Those who know me best, know tliis, and that 
1 have been considerably astonislied at the tempo- 
rary success of my works, having flattered no pfT- 
son and no party, and expressed opinions whici 
are not those of the general reader. Could I have 
anticipated the degree of attention which has been 
accorded, assuredly I would have studied more to 
deserve it. B6t I have lived in far countries abroad, 
or in the agitating world at home, which w&s not 
favourable to study or reflection ; so that almoat all 
I have written has been mere passion, — passion, it 
is true, of different kindis, but always passion : for in 
me (if it be not an Irishism to say so) my indif- 
ference was a kind of passion, the result of experi- 
ence, and not the philosophy of nature. Writing 
grows a habit, like a woman's gallantry : there are 
women who have had no intrigue, but fevv whohaiE 
bad but one only ; so there are millions of men who 
have never written a book, but few who have writtBi 
only one. And thus, having written once, I wrote 
on 1 encouraged no doubt by the success uf the mo- 
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I ment, yet by no means anticipating ita duration, and 

I I will venture to Bay, scarcely even wiehbg it. But 

[ iben I did other tilings besides write, which by no 

means contributed either to improve my writings or 

my prosperity. 

" I have thus expressed publicly upon the poetry 
of the day the opinion I have long entertained and 
expressed of it to all who have asked it, and to some 
who would rather not have heard it; as I told 
Moore not very long ago, ' we are all wrong except 
Rogers, Crabbe, and Campbell.'* Without being 
old in years, I am in days, and do not feel the 
adequate spirit within me to attempt a worb which 
should show what I think right in poetry, and 
must content myself with having denounced what 



* I ccnainl; ventured to differ from the judgment of my 
noble friend, no leas in hia attempts to deprecinte that peculiar 
walk of the art in whicb he himself » grandly trod, than in 
the inconautleocy of which 1 thought him guilty, in coadmun- 
ing all those who stood up for particular " schools " of poetry, 

the art hiiDEelf. Hon little, however, he attended to eitner 
the grounds or degrees of my dissent from him, wUl appear by 
the following wholesale report of my opinion, in his " Dc 
Cached Thoughts:^ 

" One of my notions different fi-om those of my eontempo. 
raries, is, that the priisent is not a high age of English poetry. 
There are more poets (soi-disantj than ever there were, and 
proportionally less poetry. 

" This them I have maintuned for some years, but, ifrangc 
to Bay, it mceteth not with favour from my brethren of the 
HbeU. Even Moore sliakes his head, and lirmly believes tliat 
itiB tbe grand age of British poesy." 

VOL. V. e 
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is wrong. Tliere are, I trust, younger spirits rising 
up in England, who, escaping the contagion whfch 
has swept away poetry from oiw literature, will re- 
call it to their country, such as it once was and 
may still be. 

" In the mean time, the best sign of amendment 
will be repentance, and new and frequent editioasof 
Pope and Dry den. 

" There will be found as comfortable metaphyaics 
and ten times more poetry in the ' Essay on Man,' 
than in the ' Excursion.' If you search for passion, 
where is it to be found stronger than in the epistle 
from Eloisa to Abelard, or in Palamon and Arcite ? 
Do you wish for invention, imagination, sublimity, 
character ? seek them in the Rape of the Lock, the 
Fables of Dryden, the Ode on Saint Cecilia's Day, 
and Absalom and Achitophe! : you will discover in 
these two poets only, all for which you must ransack 
innumerable metres, and God only knows how many 
writers of the day, without finding a tittle of the 
same qualities, — with the addition, too, of wit, of 
which the latter have none. I have not, however, 
forgotten Thomas Brown the Younger, nor the 
Fudge Family, nor Whistlecraft ; but that is not wit 
— it is humour. I will say nothing of the harmony 
of Pope and Dryden in comparison, for there is not 
a living poet (except Rogers, Gifford, Campbell, and 
L abbe) who can write an heroic couplet. The fiict 
s ha he exq lisite beauty of their versification 
has w hd awn he public attention from their other 
excellen es as 1 e vulgar eye will rest more upon 
the splendou o he uniform than the quality of the 
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troops. It ia this very harmony, particularly in 
Pope, which has raised the vulgar and atrocious cant 
against him : — because his versification is perfect, 
it is aasunied that it is his only perfection ; because 
his truths are so clear, it is asserted that he has 
no invention ; and because be is always intelligible, 
it is taken for granted that he has no genius. 
I We are sneeringly told that he is the ' Poet of 
Reason,' aa if this was a reason for his being no poet. 
, Taking passage for passage, I will undertake to cite 
I more lines teeming with inui^nation from Pope than 
t from any two living poets, be they who they may. 
To take an instance at random from a species of com- 
B position not very favourable to imagination — Satire: 
I set down the character of Sporus, with all the won- 
derful play of fancy which is scattered over i^ 
and place by its side an equal number of verses, 
from any two existing poets, of the same power and 
the Bame variety — where will you find them ? 

" I merely mention one instance of many in reply 
to the injustice done to the memory of him who har- 
monised our poetical langut^e. The attorneys 
clerks, and other self-educated genii, found it easier 
to distort themselves to the new models than to toil 
after the symmetry of him who had enchanted their 
fathers. They were besides smitten by being told 
that the new school were to revive the language of 
Queen Elizabeth, the true English; as every body 
in the reign of Queen Anne wrote no better than 
French, by a species of literary treason, 

" Blank verse, which, unless in the drama, no one 
except Milton ever wrote who cduld rhyme, became 
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the order of the day, — or else such rhyme as li 
ed still blanker than the verse without it. I 
Kware that Johnson has said, after some hesitation, 
that he could not 'prevail upon Iiiniself to wish thai 
Milton had been a rhymer,' The opinions of tbal 
truly great man, whom it ie also the present feshioD 
to decry, will ever be received by me with that de- 
ference which time will restore to him from all; but, 
with all humility, I am not persuaded that the Para- 
dise Lost would not have been more nobly convejed 
to posterity, not perhaps in heroic couplets, although 
even they could sustain the subject if well balanced, 
but in the stanza of Spenser, or of Tasso, or in 
terza rinia of Dante, which the powers of Milton 
could easily have grafted on our language. The 
Seasons of Thomson would have been better r 
rhyme, although stiil inferior to his Castle of Indo- 
lence ; and Mr. Southey's Joan of Arc no worse, al- 
though it might have taken up six months insteadot 
weeks in the composition. I recommend also to the 
lovers of lyrics the perusal of the present laureate's 
odes by the side of Dryden's on Saint Cecilia, but 
let him be sure to rea.A first those of Mr. Southey. 
" To the heaven-bom genii and inspired young 
scriveners of the day much of this will appear para- 
dox; it will appear so even to the higher order irf 
our critics ; but it was a truism twenty years ago, 
and It wdl be a re -acknowledged truth in ten more. 
In the mean time, I will conclude with two qnou- 
t.ons both mtended for some of my old classical 
frends who have st.ll enough of Cambridge about 
them to think themselves honoured by haviog bad 
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Dryden as a. predecessor in their coHege, and 
to recollect that their earliest Engliali poetical 
oleasures were drawn from the ' little nightingale' of 
Twickenham. 

" The first is from the notes to a Poem of the 
' Friends',' pages 181, 182. 

" 'It is only within the last twenty or thirty years 
that those notable discoveries in criticism have been 
made which have taught our recent versifiers to 
undervalue this energetic, melodious, and moral 
poeL The consequences of this want of due esteem 
for a writer whom the good sense of our predeces- 
sors had raised to his proper station have been uu- 
MEBous AKD DEGRADING ENOUGH. This IS not the 
place to enter into the subject, even as far as it 
effects otiT poetical nunibers alone, and there is mat- 
ter of more importance that requires present reflec- 

" The second is from the volume of a yomig pep- 
son learning to write poetry, and beginning by teach- 
ing the art. Hear him ■(■ : 

• Written by lord Byron'a early friend, the Rev. Francia 

+ The itndge Ytnet that follow are fram n poem by Keata. 
— In K miuiiucript note on this passage or [he psmpliltrl, 
dated November 12, 1821, Lord Bjron says, " Mr. Keats 
died at Kome about ■ year after this was writien, of a decline 
produced hy bis having biirat a blood-vessel on reading the 
article on his ■ Endymion' in the Quarterly Geview. I 
have read the article before and since; and, although it is 
hitler, I do not think that a man ehould permit himself to be 
killed by it. But a young man little dreama nhat he must 
inevitably encounter in the course of a life ambitious of public 
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To things ye knew not of — were closely wed 
To musly laws lined out with wretched rule 
And compais viie ; so that ye taught a school * 
Of delii to amoeth, inlay, and chip, "tdJU, 
Till, like the c«™in wands of Jacob's wit, 
Tkeir varies taOkd. Ea^ imu Ike tatt ; 
A thousand handicniCbmen wore the mask 
Of poesy. Ill-fated, impious race, 
That blasphemed the bright lyrist lo bis fare. 
And did not know it ; no, they went about 
Holding a poor decrepit standard out 
Mark'd wiQi most fiimsj niotios, and in targe 
Tlic name of ons Boileau.' 



" A little before the manner of P 



" I thought ' foppery' was a conBequence </ 
refinetnent; but n'imparte. 

" The above will suffice to show the Dodons 
entertaiDed by the new performers on the English 

notice. My indignation at Mr. Keats's depredation of Pope 
bas haidly permitted me lo do justice to his own genius, whidt, 
niBlgrf: all the fantastic fopperies of bis style, was undoubtedly 
of great promise. His fragment of 'Hyperion' seems actually 
inspired by the Titans, and is as sublime as JE^hylus. Ha 
is a loss to our literature; and the more so, as lie himself, 
before his death, is said to bnve biwn persuaded that he had 
not taken the right line, and was reforming his style upon tiki 
more classical models of the language." 
• 'I It was at least a grammar ' snhool.' " 



lyre of him who made it most tunablei and the 
great improvements of their own variasioni. 

" The writer of this is a tadpole of the Lakes, a 
young disciple of the six or seven new schools, in 
which he haa learnt to write such lines and such 
sentiments as the above. He says, ' easy was the 
task' of imitating Pope, or it may be of equalling 
him, I presume. I recommend him to try before 
he is so positive on the subject, and then compare 
what he will have t/ien written and what he has now 
written with the humblest and earliest compositions 
of Pope, produced in years still more youthful than 
those of Mr. K. when he invented his new ' Essay 
on Criticism,' entitled ' Sleep and Poetry' (an 
ominous title), from whence the above canons are 
taken. Pope's was written at nineteen, and pub- 
lished at twenty 'two. 

" Such are the triumphs of tlie new schools, and 
such their scholars. Tlie dbciples of Pope were 
Johnson, Goldsmith, Rogers, Campbell, Crabbe. 
Gifford, Matthias, Hayley, and the author of the 
Paradise of Coquettes ; to whom may be added 
Richards, Heber, Wrangham, Bland, Hodgson, Me- 
rivale, and others who have not had their full fame, 
because ' the race is not always to the swift, nor the 
battle to the strong,' and because there is a fortune 
in fame as in all other things. Now of all the new 
Echools — I say all, for, ' like Legion, they are 
many' — has there appeared a single scholar who 
bas not made his master ashamed of him? unless it 
be • •, who has imitated every body, and occasion- 
ally surpassed his models. Scott found peculiar 
c 4 
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favour and imiiatioD among the fair sex ; there was 
Miss Ilolford, and Miss Mitford, and Miea Francis; 
but with die greatest respect be it spokea, none of 
his imitators did much honour to the original except 
Hogg, the Ettrick shepherd, until the appearance of 
' Tlie Bridal of Triermain,' and ' Harold the Daunt- 
less," which in the opinion of some equalled if not 
surpassed him; and lol after three or four yeassthey 
turned out to be the Master's own compofiitions. 
Have Southey, or Coleridge, or Wordsworth, made 
a follower of renown ? Wilson never did well till 
he set up for himself in the ' City of the Plague.' 
Has Moore, or any other living writer of reputation, 
had a tolerable imitator, or rather disciple? Now 
it is remarkable that almost all the followers of Pope, 
whom I have named, have produced beautiiul and 
standard works, and it was not the number of hia 
imitators who finally hurt his fame, but the desptur 
of imitation, and the ease of not imitating him suffi- 
ciently. This, and the same reason which induced 
the Athenian bui^her to vote for the banishment of 
Arbtides, ' because he was tired of always hearing 
him called the Just,' have produced the temporary 
exile of Pope from the State of Literature, But the 
term of his ostracism will expire, and the sooner the 
better ; not for him, but for those who banished him» 
and for the coming generation, who 

" Will blush Id find their fathers were his foes," 



Linn 396; TO MR, MURRAY, 
( " RsTGiuu, Mire 4. ISSa 

!■: " I have received from Mr. Galignani the enclosed 

B letters, duplicates and receipts, which will explain 

Ii themselves. " As the poems are your property by 

li purchase, right, aad jasticetalimaUa-s of pitblicafiim, 

ir. &c &C. arejbr you to decide upon. I know not how 

V &r my compliance with Mr. Galignani's request 
,1 might be legal, and I doubt that it would not be 
4 honCEt. In case you choose to arrange with him, I 

V enclose the permits to you, and in so doing 1 wash 
p my hands of the business altogether. I sign them 
1 merely to enable you to exert tlie power you justly 
h possess more properly. I will have nothing to do 
It with it farther, except, in my answer to Mr. Galig- 
(i nani, to state that the letters, &c. &c. are sent to 
■ you, and the causes thereof. 

" If you can check these foreign piratet>, do ; if 
not, put the permissive papers in the fire. I can 
have no view nor object whatever, but to secure to 
you your property. 

B" Yours, &C. 
" P. S. I have read part of the Quarterly just 
arrived: Mr, Bowles shall be answered: — he is not 
^wtte correct in his statement about English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers. They support Pope, I see, 

* Mr. GHtignuii bad applied to Lord Bjroa with the view 
of procuring from him euch legal right over those works of his 
Lordship of which he had hithtrUj beett tJie note publisher ifi 
Fhmce, u would enable htm to prevent othen, in future, 
from usurpiDg the mae pririlege. 
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in die QoKtol; ; let ibem 

m, and ■ ibame, and > dannofvna to think [lul 
Pope/f dtoold require it — but he does.' TboH 
mberable mountebanks of the day, the poets, &■ 
grace themselves and deny God in running don 
Pope, the most fwtUlett of poets, and ahnost 
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LmxK 397. TO MK. MOORE. 

" RavennB, November 5. ISSl' 

« Tltaiiix for your letter, which hath come somt- 
what coatively; but better late than never. Of il 
anon. Mr. Galignani, of the Press, hath, it seenif, 
been sup-planted and sub-pirated by another Parigias 
publisher, who has audaciously printed an edition rf 
L. B.'a Works, at the ultra-liberal price of ten ftanra 
and (as Galignani piteously observes) eight fianB 
only for booksellers 1 ' horresco referens.* Think rf 
a man's whoU works producing so little t 

" Galignani sends me, post haste, a permission^ 
him, from me, to publish, &c. Ac. which permit 1 
have signed and sent to Mr. Murray of Albemaile 
Street, Will you explain to G. that /have no 
to dispose of Murray's works without his leave ? anJ 
therefore I must refer him to M. to get the permit 
out of his clawB — no easy matter, I suspect I 
have written to G. to say as much ; but a word of 
mouth from a ' great brother author" would convincs 
him that I could not honestly have complied with hi« 
wish, though I might legally. What I could do,l 
have done, viz. signed the warrant and aent it U 
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Murray. Let the dogs divide the carcass, if it is 
lulled to their hking. 

" I am glad of your epigram. It is odd that we 
should both let ovir wits run away with our senti- 
ments ; for I am sure that we are both Queen's men 
at bottom. But there is no resisting a clinch — it is 
BO cleverl Apropos of that — wehavea' diphthong' 
also in this part of the world — not a Greek, but a 
Spanith one — do you understand me? — which is 
about to blow up the whole alphabet. It was first 
pronounced at Naples, and is spreading ; but we are 
nearer the Barbarians ; who are in great force on 
the Po, and will pass it, witli the first legitimate 
pretext. 

" There will be the devil to pay, and there is no 
saying who will or who will not be set down in his 
bill. If ' honour should come unlooked for' to any 
of your acquaintance, make a Melody of it, that his 
ghost, like poor Yorick's, may have the satisfaction 
of being plaintively pitied — or still more nobly com- 
memorated, like ' Oh breathe not his name.' In 
case you should not think him worth it, here is a 
Chant for you instead — 



freedom to fight for at bomi^ 
r that of his Deighbours ; 

or Greece and of Rome, 



" When B nun hsth 

Let him combat for t! 

Let him think of the gli 

And gel knock'd on 1 



" To do good lo mankind is the chivslrous plan, 
And is Blways as nobly requited ; 
Then battle for freedom whetever you can. 

And, if not sliot or hang'd, you'll get knighted. 



* So you have gotten the letter of ' Epigrams' 
I am glad of it. You will not be so, for 1 shal] teti 

1 more. Here is one I wrote for the endorsemeoi 
'the Deed of Separation' in 1816; but Ik 
lawyers objected to it, as superfluous. It ws 
written as we were getting up the signing ari 
sealing. * * has the original. 

* Emia-iement to the Deed of Separation, in the April of \Sii 
" A jcBj ago you snore, fond she ! 

' To love, to honour,' and so forth : 

" For the anniversary of January 2. 1821, 1 hsK 
a small grateful anticipation, which, in case of 
dent, I add — 

•' To Pmelope, Jsnvarg 2. 1821, 
" This day, of all our days, has done 
The worst for me and you ; _ 
'Tis juEt SI years since we were one, 
Aadjfce since we vere too. 

■' Pray excuse all this nonsense ; for I must laS 
nonsense just now, for fear of wandering to 
serious topics, which, in the present state of things, 
is not safe by a foreign post. 

" I told you in my last, that I had been going 
with the ' Memoirs," and have got as far aa twelve 
more sheets. But 1 suspect they will be ioterruptei 
In that case 1 will send them on by post, though 1 
feel remorse at making a friend pay so much fiit 
postage, for we can't frank here beyond the frontier. 
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" I shall be glad to hear of the event of the 
Queen's concern. As to the ultimate effect, the 
most inevitable one to you and me (if they and we 
live so long) wilt be that the Miss Moores and Miss 
Byrons will preaent us witii a great variety of grand- 
children by different fathers. 

" Pray, where did you get hold of Goethe's Flo- 
rentine husband-kiiling story? Upon such matters, 
in general, I may say, with Beau Clincher, in reply 
to Errand's wife — 

" ■ Ob the villain, he hath murdered my poor 
Timothy I 

" ' Clincho". Damn your Timothy ! — I tell you, 
woman, your husband has murda-ed me — he has 
carried away my fine jubilee clothes." 

" So Bowles has been telling a story, too ('tis in 
the Quarterly), about the woods of ' Madeira,' and 
BO forth. I shall be at Bowles again, if he is not 
quiet. He mis-states, or mistakes, in a point or two. 
The paper is finished, and so is the letter. 

" Yours," &c. 

Lnti&598. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, flbre 9°, ISL'O, 

" The talent you approve of is an amiable one, and 
might prove a ' national service,' but unfortunately 
I must be angry with a man before 1 draw his real 
portrait ; and I can't deal in ' generals,' so that I 
trust never to have provocation enough to make s 
Gallery. If 'the parson' had not by many little 
dirty sneaking traits provoked it, I should have been 
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silent, though I had observed him. Here foUows o I 



alteration: put 



" Deril with tuch delight in dainnitig. 
That ifflt the tesurrectian 
Unto him Ihe free election 
Of hb future could be give". 
■ Twould be railier HeU than Heaven ; 



1 bave 






that IB to say, if these two new lines do not 
lengthen oat and weaken the amiability of them 
ginal tliought and expression. Vou have a 
tionary power about showing. I should O'lnk 
Croker would not disrelish a sight of these U^ 
little humorous things, and may be induleed "O" 
and then. 

" Why, I do like one or Wo vices, to be sure : t»i 
I can back a horse and fire a pistol ' without thmK- 
>ng or blinking- like Major Sturgeon ; I have feda 
times for two months together on sheer biscuit m 
»^ter (without metaphor) ; I can get over seventj 
or ^ghty miles a day ridittg post, and swim five all 
stretch, as at Venice, in 1818, or at least I could di>K 
and hare done it osce, 

" I know Henry Matthews : he is the image, to the 
vety Toice, of his brother Charles, only darker— h" 
laugh his in particular. The first time I ever met 
him was in Scrope Davies's rooms after his brother* 
death, and I newly dropped, thinking that it was bi' 
ghost. I have also dined with hUn in his rooms * 
King's Collie. Hobhouse once purposed a sinuttf 
M«iK>ir: but I am afraid that the letters of Charles'' 
wdeDce with me (which are at 'Wliittao V 
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y other papers) would hardly do for the public ; 
ir lives were DOt over strict, and our letters 
imewhat lax upon most subjects." 
" Last week I sent you a correspondence with Ga- 
nani, and some tlocunents on your property. You 
ve now, I think, an opportunity of choking, or at 
ist hmiting, those French TepublicatioM. You may 
;t all jour authors publish what they please against 
d mine. A pi^blisher is not, and cannot be, 
ssponsible for all the works that issue from his 
rioter's. 

" The ' White Lady of Avenel' is not quite so 
ood as a reed vxll authenticated (' Donna BJanca') 
Vhite Lady of Colalto, or gpecire in the Marca Tri- 
'igiana, who has been repeatedly seen, Tl)ere is a 
nan (a huntsman) now alive who saw her also. 
Joppner could tell you all about her, and so can 
Jose, perhaps. I myself have vo doubt of the fact, 
tistorical and spectral, f She always appeared on 
larticular occasions, before the deaths of the family, 
tc. &c I heard Madame Benzoni say, that she 
(new a gentleman who had seen her cross his room 
It Colalto Castle. Hoppner saw and spoke with the 
luntsman who met her at the chase, and never 
lunted afterwards. She was a girl attendant, who, 
ine day dressing the hair of a Countess Colalto, was 

■ Here Tallow some details respecdng his friend Charles 

r thu work. 

t The ghi>st-«toiyi in which be hvre professes such serioua 
elicf, forais the subject of one of Mr. Rogers's beautiful Itk 
an sketches. — See " Iialy," p. 43. edit. 1830. 
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seen by her mistresa to smUe upon her hiuband n 
the glass. The Countess had her shut up m ik 
wall of the castle, like Constance de Bevetlej. 
Ever after, she haunted them and all the ColalW 
She is described as very beautiful and fair. U ■ 
well authenticated," 



Liiim391. to MR. MURRAY. 

" Raienna, 9bre 1B°, lU 

" The death ofWaite is a shock to the — teeth,« 
well Bs to the feelings of all who knew him. 
God, he and Blake* both gone ! I left them bodi 
in the most robust health, and little thought of ' 
national loss in so short a time as five years. Thij 
were both as much superior to Wellington in ratioal 
greatness, as he who preserves the hair and the teedi 
is preferable to ' the bloody blustering warrior' i ' 
gains a name by breaking heads and knocking 
grinders. Who succeeds hira ? Wltere is tooA- 
powder mild and yet efficacious — where is (ukW 
— where are clearing roots and Itrushes now h 
obtained? Pray obtain what infonnation you 
upon these ' TWculan questions.' My jaws uit 
to think on't. Poor fellows ! I anticipated seraf 
both again ; and yet they are gone to that plact 
where both teeth and hair last longer than theytb 
in this lift. I have seen a thousand graves opowi 
and always perceived, that whatever was gone, 4( 
* ■ - ^^ ^jjjj those who bad diri 




with them, la not this odd ? They go the very first 
things in t/otitA, and yet last the longest in tlie dust, 
if people will but die to preserve theui I It is a queer 
life, and a queer death, that of mortals. 

" I knew that Waite had married, but little thought 
that the other decease was bo soon to overtake him. 
Then he was such a delight, such a coxcomb, such a 
jewel of a man I There is a tailor at Bologna so like 
him ! and also at the top of his profession. Do not 
neglect this commission. WJio or wAatcan replace 
him ? What says the public ? 

" I remand you the Preface. Don't forget that the 
Italian extract from the Chronicle must be tnmsUited. 
With regard to what you say of retouching the Juana 
and the Hints, it is all very well ; but I can't fw- 
hUh. 1 am like the tiger (in poesy), if I miss the 
first spring, I go growling back to my jungle. 
There is no second ; I can't correct ; I can't, and I 
won't. Nobody ever succeeds in it, great or small. 
Tasso remade the whole of his Jerusalem ; but who 
ever reads that version ? all the world goes to the 
first. Pope added to ' The Rape of the Lock,' but. 
did not reduce it. You must take my things as they 
happen to be. If they are not likely to suit, reduce 
their eitimate accordingly. I would rather give 
them away than hack and hew them. I don't say 
that you are not right : I merely repeat that I 
cannot better them. I must ' either make a spoon, 
or spoil a horn ;' and there's an end. 

'■ Yours. 

•P. 8. Of the praises of that tittle • • • Keats, 
I idnll observe as Johnson did when Shcridun the 

I" tOt-V. D 
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actor got s jHNMM .• * Wbat \ bas Ae got a penHoo! 
Hwn it b time lliat 1 cbould give up mine / ' No- 
body could be prouder of the praise of the Edis- 
buT^ than 1 was, or more alive to their censure, a 
I showed in EngUih Bards and Scotch Reviewen 
At present aii tie mat the; have erer praised are 
degraded bj that insane article. Why don't thej 
review and praise ' Solomon's Guide to Health ? ' il 
is better sense and as much poetry as Jobnay KeaU 
" Bowles must be botdtd down. 'Tis a sad maid 
at crictet if he can get any notches at Pope's ex- 
pense. If be once get into * Lord's ground,' (to 
continue the pun, because it is foolish,) I think I 
couM beat him in one innings. You did not Ial0«i 
poh^M, that I was once (uof BtOaphoricaUy, bd 
Ttidbf..) a good cricketer, particularly in baiting, awl 
1 f^yed in the Harron match against the Etonian 
in 1805, gaining loore notches (a£ one of our chosoi 
eleven) than any, except Lord Ipswich and Brook- 
man, on our side." 

LiTTU 40a TO MR. MURRAT. 

" Riiemu, 9bic 33°, ISU 

" The ' Hints,' Hobhouse aajs, will require a gooi 
deal of slashing to suit the limes, which wiU be 
vaik of time, for 1 don't feel at all laborious jiut 
now. Whatever effect they are to hare would p«- 
haps be greater in a separate form, and they alu 
must have my name to them. Now, if you publiik 
them in the same volume with Don Juan, they idei^ 
tify Don Juan as mine, which I don't think worth t 
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f Chancery suit about my daughter's guardianship, as 

* in your present code a facetious poem is sufficient 

I. to take away a man's rights over his family. 
I " Of the state of things here it would be difficult 

■ and not very prudent to speak at large, the Huns 

f caning all letters. I wonder if they can read them 

; when they have opened them ; if so, they may see, 

I DAMNED SCOUNDKEJ-S AND BARBARIAN'S, and THEIR 

t EMFEKOB a POOL, and themselves more fools than 

i he ; all which they may send to Vienna for any 

1^ thing I care. They have got themselves masters of 

i the Papal police, and are bullying away ; but some 

I day or other they will pay for al! : it may not be 

I very soon, because these unhappy Italians have no 

} consistency among themselves ; but 1 suppose that 

^ Providence will get tired of them at last, • • 
, " Yours," &c. 

f containing, m all, 18 more sheets of Memoranda, 

i which, 1 fear, will cost you more in postage than 
they will ever produce by being printed in the next 
century. Instead of waiting so long, if you could 
make any thing of ihem noK in the way of revergion, 
(that is, after m^ death,) 1 should be very glad, — as, 
with all due regard to your progeny, I prefer you to 
lur grandchildren. Would not Longman or Mur- 
y advance you a certain sum Ttom, pledging them- 
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TO MR. MOORE. 

■' Ravenna, Dec 9. IBS 

"Besides this letter, you will receive tAree packets, 
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w^tm mtt to have tbem published till aAer 
deceue, think joa? — and what say you? 

" Orer these IiUer sheets I would leave you 8 &■ 
cretionarT power • ; becau»e they contain, perhap. 
a thing or t»ro which is too sincere for the pubk 
If 1 consent to your disposing of their reversion MR 
where would be the hann ? Tastes laof chai^ 
I wonld, m your case, make my essay to dispose tf 
them, not publish, how ; and if jh>u (as is most ]ikeifi 
surrire rae, add what you please from your ow 
knowledge; and, n^oce a//, contrtK/irf any thing,ifl 
have mif-stated ; for my first object is the truth, eta 
at my own expense. 

" I have some knowledge of your countiyms 
Muley Moloch, the lecturer. He wrote to me » 
Teral letters upon Christianity, to convert me ^ aM 
if I had not been a Christian already, I should plfr 
bably have been now, in consequence, I thou^ 
tliere was something of wild talent in him, mixed 
with a due leaven of absurdity, — as there must bt 
in all talent, let loose upon the world, without i 
niartingale. 

" The ministers seem still to persecute the Queen 
• • • but they uxm't go out, the sons of b — ei 
Damn Reform — I want a place — what say yoo: 
You must applaud the honesty of the declaratiooi 
whatever you may think of the intention. 

* The power bere meant U tliit of omitting psssaga M 
mighl be thought objecliDtiBble. He sflerwards gxra V 
IhU, u well as etery other right, over the whole of the ' 
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" I have quantities of paper in England, original 
and translated — tragedy, &c. &c. and am now 
copying out a fifth Canto of Don Juan, 149 stanzas. 
So tliat there will be near three thin Albemarle, or 
tfoo thick volumes of all sorts of my Muses. I mean 
to plunge thick, too, into the contest upon Pope, and 
to lay about me like a dragon till 1 make manure of 
• ■ • for the top of Parnassus. 

" These rogues are tight — we do laugh at t'oOiers 
— eh? — don't we? » You shall see — you shall gee 
what things I'll say, an' it pleases Providence to 
leave us leisure. But in these parts they are all 
going to war ; and there is to be liberty, and a row, 
and a constitution — when they can get them. But 
I won't talk politics — it is low. Let us talk of the 
Queen, and her bath, and her bottle — that's the 
only moltetf nowadays. 

" If there are any acquaintances of mine, salute 
them. The priests here are trying to persecute 
me, — but no matter. Yours," &c 

OTKR «2. TO MR. MOORE. 

" RHvenna, Dec. 9. 1820. 

I open my letter to tell you a fact, which wUl 
L show the state of this country better than I can. 
I The commandant of the troops is now lying dead 

3e here alludes to a humorous article, of which I had 
bim, in lilackwood'a Magaiine, where the poets of the 
ere all grouped logeUier in a variety of fanlmlic shapei, 
" Lord Byron and littJe Sloora Uughing bchitid, i 
vould split," at the rest of the &atemit)-. 
D 3 




in my house. He was shot at a little past eight 
o'clock, about two hundred paces from tny door. I 
was putting on my great-coat to visit Madame b 
Contessa G. when I heard the shot. On coming 
into the hall, 1 found all my servants on the bal- 
cony, exclaiming that a man was murdered. I im- 
mediately ran down, calling on 3'lta (the braveet of 
them) to follow me. The rest wanted to hinder u 
from going, as it is the custom for every body heM, | 
it seems, to run away from ' the stricken deer.' 

" However, down we ran, and found him lying | 
on bis back, almost, if not quite, dead, with fire 
wounds, one in the heart, two in the stomach, oU 
in the finger, and the other in the arm. Some sol- 
diers cocked their guns, and wanted to hinder no 
from passing. However, we passed, and I found 
Diego, the adjutant, crying over him like a child— 
a surgeon, who said nothing of his profession — i 
priest, sobbing a frightened prayer — and the com- 
mandant, all this time, on his back, on the hardi 
cold pavement, without light or assistance, or any 
thing aromid him but confusion and dismay. 

" As nobody could, or would, do any thing hot 
howl and pray, and as no one would stir a finger to 
move him, for fear of consequences, I lost my pa- 
tience — made my servant and a couple of the mob 
take up the body — sent off two soldiers to the 
guard — despatched Diego to the Cardinal with the 
news, and had the commandant cBiried up stairs 
into my own quarter. But it was too late, he was 
gone — not at all disfigured — bled inwardly — nd 
above an ounce or two came out. 
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" I had him partly stripped — made the surgeon 
examine him, and examined him myself. He had 
been shot by cut balls, or slugs. I felt one of the 
slugs, which had gone through him, all but the skin. 
Every body conjectures why he was killed, but no 
one knows how. The gun was found close by him 
— an old gun, half filed down. 

" He only said, ' O Dio ! ' and ' Gesu ! ' two or 
three times, and appeared to have suffered little. 
Poor fellow I he was a brave officer, but bad made 
himself much disliked by the people. I knew him 
personally, and had met him often at conversazioni 
and elsewhere. My house is full of soldiers, dra- 
goons, doctors, priests, and all kinds of persons, — 
though I have now cleared it, and clapt sentinels 
at the doors. To-morrow the body is to be moved. 
The town is in the greatest confusion, as you may 
suppose. 

" You are to know that, if I had not had the body 
moved, they would have left him there til! morning 
in the street, for fear of consequences. I would not 
choose to let even a dog die in such a manner, with- 
out succour — and, as for consequences, I care for 
none in a duty. Yours, &c. 

" P. S. The lieutenant on duty by the body ia 
smoking his pipe with great composure. — A queer 
people this." 

J-iTTM 409. TO MB. MOORE. 

" Ravenna, Dec. SS. 1830, 

" You will or ought to have received the packet 
and letters which I remitted to your address a 
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(or it aatf be more d^rs), 

did be ^bt of Ml answer, Wa in tfaese timei nri 
per poet ■» in some risk of not 
readiipg their Atlination. 

" I hnre been thlnUng gf ^ project for you nd 
ne, in cue ve both get to London again, whidi (if 
a Neapolitan war dcm't sosdtsle) may be calculated 
K poetible for one oT as about the spring of 1831. 
I presume tliat you, too, will be back by UbI 
tine, or nerer ; but on that you trill give me book 
index. The project] then, is (or you and me to sA 
np jwBtfy a iHW^Mprr — aothing more aor lew— 
weeUy, or so, with some improTement or modifica- 
tions upon the plan of the present scoundrels, wbt 
degrade that departmeol, — but a itaotptiper, whicb 
we will edite in due form, and, nevertheless, wilfi 
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" There must always be in it a piece of poe^ 
from one or other of us Atd, leA<'ii]g room, howero; 
for such dilettanti rhymers as may be deemed wor- 
thy of appearing in the same column ; but this roiut 
be a fine qud non ; and also as much prose as we 
can compass. We will take an office — our names 
not announced, but suspected — and, by the blea- 
ing of Providence, give the age some new lighlt 
upon poli<7, poesy, biogra(Ay, criticism, morally, 
dieology, and all other mn, aliiff, and ology wbatso- 

" Why, man, if we were to take to this in good 
earnest, your debts would be paid off in a twelve- 
rooDth, and by dint of a little diligence and practice. 
I doubt not that we could distance the common- 
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il place blac^iiardg, who have so long disgraced 
■ comiDon sense and the common reader. They have 
J no merit but practice and impudence, both of which 
we may acquire ; and, as for talent and culture, the 
I devil's in't if such proofs as we have given of both 
I can't fiimish out something better than the ' fii- 
I neral baked meats' which have coldly set forth the 

I breakfast table of all Great Britain for eo many 
years. Now, what tliink you? Let me know; and 
recollect that, if we take to such an enterprise, we 
must do so in good earnest. Here is a hint, — do 
you make it a plan. We will modify it into as lite- 
rary and classical a concern as you please, only let 
us put out our powers upon it, and it will most 
likely succeed. Uut you must live Ju London, and 
I also, to bring it to bear, and vx mint keep il a 

" As for the living in London, I would make that 
not difficult to you (if you would allow me), until 
we coidd see whether one means or other (the suc- 
cess of the plan, for instance) would not make it 
' quite easy for you, as well as your family; and, in 
any case, we should have some fun, composing, cor- 
recting, supposing, inspecting, and supping together 
over our lucubrations. If you tlijnk this worth a 
thought, let me know, and I will begin to lay in a 
1 literary capital of composition for the occa- 

" Yours ever affectionately, 

" B. 
•* P.S. If you thought of a middle plan between 
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a Spectalor and a newspaper, why not ? — only not " 
on a Sunday. Not that Sunday is not an excellenl 
day, but it is engaged already. We will call it tbe 
' Tenda Rossa,' the name Tassoni gave an answer 
of his in a controversy, in allusion to the delicate 
hint of Timour the Lame, to his enemieH, by t 
■ Tenda' of that colour, before he gave battle. Or 
we will call it ' Gli,' or ' I Carbonari.' if it bo pleaw 
you — or any other name full of ' pastime and p«h 
digality,' which you may prefer. Let me have U 
I conclude poetically, with the bellmar. 
' A merry ChrisUnas to you I ' " 

The year 1820 waa an era signalised, as will be 
remembered, by the many efforts of the revolu- 
tionary spirit which, at that time, broke forth, like 
ill-suppressed fire, throughout the greater part of 
the Soutb of Europe. In Italy. Naples had already 
raised [he Constitutional standard, and her example 
was fast operating through the whole of that coun- 
try. Throughout Romagna, secret societies, under 
the name of Carbonari, had been organised, which 
waited but the word of their chiefs to break out 
into open insurrection. We have seen from Lord 
Byron's Journal in 1814, what intense interest he 
took in the last struggles of Revolutionary France 
under Napoleon ; and his exclamations, " Oh for a 
Republic 1 — 'Brutus, thou sleepestl'" show the 
lengths to which, in theory at least, his political 
zeal extended. Since then, he had but rarely 
turned his thoughts to politics ; the tame, ordinary 



vicissitude of public nlfairs having but little in it to 
stimulate a mind like his, whose sympathies Dothing 
short of a criais seemed worthy to interest. This 
the present state of Italy gave every promise di 
affording him ; and, in addition to the great notional 
cause itself, in which there was every thing that a 
lover of liberty, warm from the pages of Petrarct 
and Dante, could desire, he had also private tiei 
and regards to enlist him socially in the contest. 
TTie brother of Madame Guiccioli, Count Ketro 
Gamba, who had been passing some time at Rome 
and Naples, was now returned from his tour ; and 
the friendly sentiments with which, notwithstanding 
a natural bias previously in the contrary direction, 
he at length learned to regard the noble lover of 
his sister, cannot belter be described than in tlie 
words of his fair relative herself. 

" At this time," says Madame Guiccioli, " my 
beloved brother, Pietro, returned to Ravenna from 
Rome and Naples. He had been prejudiced by 
some enemies of Lord Byron against his character, 
and my intimacy with him afflicted him greatly ; 
nor had my letters succeeded in entirely destroying 
the evil impression which Lord Byron's detractors 
had produced. No sooner, however, had he seen 
and known him, than he became inspired with an 
interest in his favour, such as could not have been 
produced by mere exterior qualities, but was the 
result only of that union be saw in him of all that 
is most great and beautiful, as well in the heart 
as mind of man. From that moment every former 
prejudice vanished, and the conformity of their 
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opinions and studies contributed to unite them in ■ 
friendship, which only ended with their lives." • 

The young Gamba, who was, at tliis time, but 
twenty years of age, with a heart full of all thoH 
dreams of the regeneration of Italy, which not onlj 
the example of Naples, but the spirit working be- 
neath the surface all around him, inspired, hail, 
together with his father, who was still in the prims 
of life, become enrolled in the secret bands now 
organising throughout Romagna, and Lord Byron 
was, by their intervention, admitted also among the 
brotherhood. The following heroic Address to tbt 
Neapolitan Government (written by the noble poet 
in Italian f, and forwarded, it is tbought, by hiioseli 

• " In queaf epocaTennc a Bavenna di rilorno da RonMc 
Napoli il mio dilello frsUllo Fietro. Egti era stalo preveouU 
da dei nemeci di Lord Byron contro il di lui .:iirallere ; niolu 
lo affligcvB la mia indmili cnn lui, e \e mie Icttere noo aveniM 

detraltori ili Lord Byron. Ma appens la vidde e lo conobk 
^li pure ricevesse quelU impresaione che non pu6 essere pro- 
dotta da dei pregi esUriori, ma Bolamente dall' unions di nit- 
tocid che li ^ di piU bello e di pH gninde ael c^uore e ndh 
inente dell' uomo. Svani ogni sua anteriore prevenrioM 
coiilro di Lord Byron, s la conrormild della loro idee e dd 
Btudii loro contribul a stringBrli in quella amieizia che ooo 
dovesa avore 6ne cJie colla loro vita." 

•f A draft of this Address, in hii own handvriting, wv 
unong bis papers. He is supposed to have intniited 
it to a professed agent of the ConstituIioDat GoyemQientaf 
Naples, who had waited upon him secretly at Ravenna, and, 
under the pretence of having been waylaid and robbed, 'm- 
duced his LerdBhip to supply him with money for hia return. 
TZiis man turned out aAerwards ta have been a apy, and tha 
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to Naples, but intercepted on die way,) will show 
how deep, how earnest, and expansive was his zeal 
in that great, general cause of Political Freedom, 
for which he soon aHer laid down his life among tbe 
marshes of Missolonghi. 

" An Englishman, a friend to liberty, having un- 
derstood that the Neapolitans permit even foreigners 
to contribute to tlie good cause, ia desirous that they 
should do him the honour of accepting a thousand 
louis, which he takes the liberty of offering. Having 
already, not long since, been an ocular witness of 
the despotism of the Barbarians in the States occu- 
pied by them in Italy, he sees, with the enthusiasm 
natural to a cultivated man, the generous determin- 
ation of the Neapolitans to assert tlieir well-won in- 
dependence. Aa a member of the English House 
of Peers, he would be a traitor to the principles 
which placed the reigning family of England on the 
throne, if he were not grateful for the noble lesson 
so lately given both to people and to kings. The 
offer which he desires to make is small in itself, as 
must always be that presented from an individual 
to a nation ; but he trusts that it will not be the last 
they will receive from his countrymen. His distance 
from the frontier, and the feeling of his persooal in- 
capacity to contribute efficaciously to the service of 
the nation, prevents him from proposing himself as 
worthy of the lowest commission, for which experi- 
ence and talent might be requisite. But if, as a mere 
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ridicule, had, in proportion as he exchanged the Hiu- 
siona for the realities of life, gained further emjHre 
over him ; and how far it had.ut this time, eocroadied 
iipoD the loftier and fairer regions of his mind m^ 
be seen in the pages of Don Juan, — that diYcrar 
fied arena, on which the two Genii, good and eiii, 
that governed his thoughts, hold, with alteniBH| 
triumph, their ever-powerful combat. 

Even this, too. this vein of mockery, — in the ai\ 
cess to which, at last, he carried it, 
another result of the shock his proud mind had 
ceived from those events that had cast him aC| 
branded and heart-stricken, from country and &< 
home. As he himself touch ingly says. 
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This laughter,— ' which, in such temperament^ jl 
the near neighbour of tears, — served a 
to him from more painful vents of bitterness ; a; 
the same philosophical calculation which made ^ 
poet of melancholy, Young, declare that " he pi 
ferred laughing at the world to being angry withij 
led Lord Byron also to settle upon the same con 
sion ; and to feel, in the mbanthropic views he 
inclined to take of mankind, that mirth often si 
him the pain of hate. 

That, with so many drawbacks upon all genen) 
effusions of sentiment, he should still have pi 
so much of his native tenderness and ardour II 
conspicuous, through all disguises, in his unquM 
able love for Madame Guiccioli, and in thegtiDnj 
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It was during the agitation of this crisis, while 
If surrounded by rumourg and alarius, and expecting, 
.| every moment, to be Bummoned into the field, that 
I Lord Byron commenced the Journal which I am now 
, about to give ; and which it is impossible to peruse, 
. with the recollection of bis former Diary of 1814 in 
, our muids, without reflecting bow wholly different, in 
' all the circumstances connected with them, were the 
two periods at which these records of his passing 
thoughts were traced. The first he wrote at a time 
which may be considered, to use his own words, as 
" themost poetical part of his whole life," — not cer- 
tainly, in what regarded the powers of his genius, to 
which every succeeding year added new force and 
range, but in all that may be said to constitute the 
poetry of character,^ those ft esh, unworldly feelings 
of which, in spite of his early plunge into experience, 
he still retained the gloss, and that ennobling light of 
imagination, which, with all his professed scorn 
of mankind, still followed in the track of his affections, 
giving a lustre to every object on which tliey rested- 
There was, indeed, in his misanthropy, as in his 
sorrows, at that period, to the full as much of fancy 
as of reality ; and even those gallantries and loves 
in which he at the same time entangled himself 
partook equally, as I have endeavoured to show, of 
BIk same imaginative character. Though brought 
■My under the dojninion of llie senses, he had been 
■pt early rescued from'this thraldom by, in the 
fmtt place, the satiety such excesses never fail to 
induce, and, at no long interval after, by this series 
of half-fanciful attachments which, though in their 
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calling the last stage of his glorious course her owe, 
and lighting him, amidst the sympatliiea of 6« 
world, to his grave. 

Having endeavoured, in this comparison between 
his present and former self, to account, by what 1 
consider to be their true causes, for the new pheno- 
rnena which his character, at this period, exhibited,! 
shall now lay before the reader the Journal by whidi 
these remarks were more immediately 8ugge«te4 
and from which I fear they will be thought to ban 
too long detained him. 

EXTRACTS FROM A DIARY OF LORD BTRO!^ 

" Rsienna, January t. IKU \ 

" ' A sudden thought strikes me.' Let me begini 
Journal once more. The last I kept was in Switze^ 
land, in record of a tour made in the Bernese Alp!, 
nbich 1 made to send to my sister in 1816, and I 
suppose that she has it still, for she wrote to me tkit | 
she was pleased with it. Another, and longer, I ' 
kept in 1813-1814, which I gave to Thomas MooK ) 
in the same year. 

"Thismominglgai me up late, as usual — weathtf i 
bad — bad as England — worse. The snow of lait ' 
week melting to the sirocco of to-day, so that then 
were two d— d things at once. Could not even get 
to ride on horseback in the forest. Stayed at borne 
all the morning — looked at the fire — wondered 
when the post would come. Post came at the Are 
Maria, instead of half-past one o'clock, as it ou^lt* 
Galignani's Messengers, six in number — a lettet 
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refusing for himself, and, in the full sincerity of his 
jgenerous heart, had destined for others. 

The injustice and malice to which he soon after 
became a victim had an equally fatal effect in disen- 
chanting the dream of his existence. Those imagi- 
nary, or, at least, retrospective sorrows, in which he 
bad once loved to indulge, and whose tendency it i 
mas, through the medium of his fancy, to soften and 
b'efine his heart, were now exchanged for a host of 
^tuol, ignoble vexations, which it was even more 
bumiliating than painfu] to encounter. His misan- 
lliropy, instead of being, as heretofore, a vague and 
hbstract feeling, without any object to light upon. 
Bud losing tlierefore its acrimony in diffusion, was 
■low, by the hostili^ he came in contact with, 
Bondensed into individual enmities, and narrowed 
iDto personal resentments ; and from the lof^y, and, 
BB it appeared to himself, philosophical luxury of 
putting mankind in the gross, he was now brought 
idown to the self-humbling necessity of despising 
Wiem in detail. 

By all these influencee, so fatal to enthusiasm of 
KJiaracter, and forming, most of them, indeed, a part 
Ktf the ordinary process by which hearts become 
iKhilled and hardened in the world, it was impossible 
: that some material change must have been 

Effected in a disposition at once so susceptible and 
Ptenacioua of impressions. By compelling him to 

concentre himself in his own resources and energies, 
t only stand now left against the world's in- 
?, his enemies but succeeded in giving to the 

Principle of self-dependence within him a new 

VOL. V. F. 
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force and spring which, however it added to th 
vigour of his character, could not fail, by bringiif 
Self so much into action, to impair a little its 
blenesB, Among the changes in his diapositim 
attributable mainly t« this source, may b 
that diminbhed deference to the opinions and feelijp 
of others which, after this compulsory rally of all t" 
powers of resistance, he exhibited. Some porti* 
no doubt, of this refractoriness may be accountedEi 
by his absence from all those whose slightest vti 
or look would have done more with bin 
volumes of correspondence ; but by n 
powerful and revulsive than the struggle in whii 
he had been committed could a disposition natural^ 
diffident as his was, and diffident even through i 
this excitement, have been driven into the assun? 
tion of a tone so universally defying, and so fulli t 
not of pride in his own pre-eminent powers, of stxl 
a contempt for some of the ablest among hi 
temporaries, as almost implied it. It was, in facb> 
has been more than once remarked in these psga 
a similar stirring up of all the best and 
ments of his nature, to that which a like rebound 
against injustice had produced in his youthi' 
though with a diiFerence in point of force and gn 
deur, between the two explosions, almost as gretf 
as between the outbreaks of a firework and a fi 

Another consequence of the spirit of defrance dW 
roused in him, and one that tended, perhaps, eis 
more fatally than any yet mentioned, to sully aoi 
for a time, bring down to earth the romance of " 
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liiaxacter, was the course of life to which, outrun- 
ning even the licence of his youth, he abandoned 
himself at Venice. From this, as from his earlier 
excesses, the timely wamiog of disgust soon rescued 
him ; and the connection with Madame GuicQioli 
which followed, and which, however much to be re- 
prehended, had in it all of marriage that his re^ 
marriage wanted, seetned to place, at length, within 
reach of his aifectionate spirit that union and sym- 
pathy for which, througli life, it had thirsted. But 
tbe treasure came too late ; — the pure poetry of the 
feeling had vanished J and those tears he shed so 
passionately in the garden at Bologna flowed less, 
perhaps, from the love which he felt at that moment, 
than from the saddening consciousness how differ- 
ently he could have felt formerly. It was, indeed, 
wholly beyond the power, even of an imagination 
like his, to go on investing with its own ideal glories 
a sentiment which, — more from daring and vanity 
than from any other impulse, — he had taken such 
pains to tarnish and debase in his own eyes. Ac- 
cordingly, instead of being able, as once, to elevate 
and embellish all tliat interested him, to make an 
idol of every passing creature of his fancy, and aas-/ 
take the form of love, which he so often conjured 
up, for its substance, he now degenerated into the ,' 
wholly opposite and perverse error of depreciating . 
and making light of what, intrinsically, he valued, , 
and, as the reader has see 
mockery upon a tie in which it 
the best feelings of his ni 
, foe to all enthusiasm a 
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ridicule, liad, in proportion as he exchanged tb 
gions for the realities of life, gained further e 
over him; and howfar it had,at this time, eocra 
upon the loftier and fairer regions of hia mini: 
be seen in the pages of Don Juan, — that di 
fiod arena, oa whith the two Genii, good anc 
that governed his thoughts, hold, with alh 
triumph, their ever-powerful combat. 

Even this, too, this vein of mockery, — 
cess to which, at last, he carried it, - 
another result of the shock hia proud mind tu 
ceived fi;om those events that had cast hii^ 
branded and heart -stricken, from country and 
home. As he himself touch in gly says, 

" And if I laugh al biij rnortsl thing, 
'Tistimtl mfljnot weep," 

This laughter, — which, in such temperamen 
the near neighbour of tears, — served as a div( 
to him from more painful vents of bitterness 
the same philosophical calculation which madi 
poet of melancholy, Young, declare that " hs 
ferred laughing at the world to being angry wil 
led Lord Byron also to settle upon the aamect 
sion ; and to feel, in the misantlmipic views hi 
inclined to take of mankind, that mirth often i 
him the pain of hate. 

That, with so many drawbacks upon all gen 
eSusions of sentiment, he should still havepre» 
BO much of his native tenderness and ardour 
conspicuous, through all disguises, in his unque 
able love for Madame Guiccioli, and in thektiU 
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undoubted zeal with which he now entered, heart 

and soul) into the great cause of human freedom, 

wheresoever or by whomsoever asserted", — only 

shows how rich must have been the origiDol stores 

of sensibility and enthusiasm which even a career 

such as hb could so little chill or exhaust. Most 

' consoling, too, is it to reflect that the few latter 

years of his life should have been thus visited with 

a return of that poetic lustre, whicli, though it never 

had ceased to surround the bard, had but too much 

' faded away from the character of the man ; and that 

' while Love, — reprehensible af< it was, but still Love, 

' — had the credit of rescuing him from the only 

' errors that disgraced his maturer years, for Liberty 

was reserved the proud but mournful triumph of 

* Ataoag hb " Dttanhed ThougbU" 1 And this general 

passion for liberty Uius EtrUuDgl;; eipreased. Atier Bijing, in 

nference to iaa onii choice of Venice as a place of residence, 

"I rememlxied General Ludlow's domal insmplion, < Omne 

' aolum forti pitria,* aad aaE down Tree in a country which had 

k beea one of slaver; for cenluriet," be adds, " But there ia no 

f frtedom, even for mojteri, in the midst of ilaves. It makes 

i my blood boil to lee the thing. I sometitnct wish that I wag 

the owner of Africa, lo do at once what Wiiberfarce will do 

in lime, viz. iweep slaycry from her deserts, and look on upon 

' Ibe fint dance of iheir freedom. 

■< A> to political slavery, so general, it is men's own fault : 
if the; will be slaves, let (hem ! Yet it is but ■ a word and a 
^ blow.' Sve how Enghind formerly, France, Spain, Portugal, 
^ America, Switzerland, freed themaeliet ! There is no one in- 
' Muice of a long contest in which men did not triumph over 
lyMai ts. If Tjraiinj husks bet first spring, she is cowardly 
* « ths tiger, and retires to be hunlcd." 
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caOii^ the last naee ofhis glorious course heron 
Bud lifting him, amidst the sympatliiea ol it 
world, to his gnre. 

Haring endeavoured, in this contparisfm betwM 
his present and fbnner k]£, to account, by ' 
consider to be their true causes, for the new |dia» 
mena which his character, at th is period, exhibiuil 
shall DOW lay before the reader the Journal by 
these remarks were more iiomediately su^eRSl 
and from which I fear they will be thought to 1» 
too long detained him. 



" BaTenna, Jutiuiy 4, iflL 

" ' A sudden thought strikes me.' Let me be^i 
Journal once more. The last I kept was in SwiW» 
land, in record of a tour made in the Bemese Hfi 
which I made to send to my sister in 1816t widt 
suppose thst she has it still, for she wrote to metbit 
she was pleased with it. Another, and longer, I 
kept in 1813-1814, which I gave to Thomas Moort 
in the same year. 

" This morning Igat me up late, as usual — veatbd 
bad — bad as England — worse. The snow of 1« 
week melting to the sirocco of to-day, so that tiiete 
e two d— d things at once. Could not e»en gel 
to ride on horseback in the forest. Stayed at hoBK 
all the morning — looked at the fire — wondered 
when the post would come. Post came at the An 
Maria, instead of half-past one o'clock, as it ougbb 
Galignani's Messengers, six in number — a letter 
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I froni Faenza, but nooe from England. Very sulky 
in consequence (for there ought to have been letters), 
and ate in consequence a copious dinner ; for when 

, I am vexed, it makes me swallow quicker — but 
drank very little. 

" I was out of spirits — read the papers — thought 

, what fame was, on reading, in a case of murder, that 
•Mr. Wych, groctT, at Tunhridge, sold some bacon, 

, flour, cheese, and, it is believed, some plums, to 
some gipsy woman accused. He had on Ids counter 
^I quote faithfully) a booh, the Life of Pamela, 
which he was (earing for waste paper, &c, &c In 
the cheese was found, &c. and a leaf of Pamebt 
virapt roKod the bacon,' What would Richardson, 
the vainest and luckiest of livirtg authors (i. ejr ' 
while alive) — he who, with Aaron Hdl, used to 
prophesy and chuckle over the presumed fall of 
Fieldmg (th^prose Homer of human nature) and of 
Pope (the most beautiful of poets} — what would he 
have said, could he have traced his pages from their 
place on the French prince's toilets (see Boswell's 
Johnson) to the grocer's counler and the gipsy-mur- 
deresa's bacon 1 1 1 

" What would lie have said ? what can any body 
say, save what Solomon said long before us ? After 
all) it is but passing from one counter to another, 
ftom the bookselier's to the other tradesman's — 
grocer or pastry-cook. For my part, I have met 
with most poetry upon trunks ; so that I ara apt to 
consider the trunk-maker as the sexton of author. 
•hip. 

" Wrote five letters in about half an hour, short 
E 4 
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force and spring which, however it added to the 
vigour of his character, could not fail, by bringing 
Self so much into action, to impair a little its amit- 
bleness. Among the changea in his dispogitioD. 
attributable mainly to this source, may be mentioned 
that diminished deference to the opinions and feelingi 
of others which, afler this compulsory rally of all hie 
powers of resistance, he exhibited. Some portioo, 
no doubt, of this refractoriness maybe accoimtedfiit 
by his absence from ell those whose slightest ward 
or look would have done more with him than whole 
volumes of correspondence ; but by no cause lett 
powerful and revulsive than the struggle in wbidt 
he had been committed could a disposition naturtUf' 
difGdent as his was, and diffident even through tS 
this excitement, have been driven into the assump* 
tion of a tone so universally defying, and so foUi if 
not of pride in his own pre-eminent powers, of suiA 
a contempt for some of the ablest among his oBb', 
temporaries, as almost implied it. It was, in fact, V| 
has been more than once remarked in these pagM 
a similar stirring up of all the best and worst "'^ 
ments of his nature, to that which a like rel 
against injustice bad produced in his youth;- 
though with a difference in point of force and 
deur, between the two explosions, almost 
as between the outbreaks of a firework and a 

Another consequence of the spirit of defiance nt 
roused in him, and one that tended, perhaps, eva 
more fatally than any yet mentioned, to sully ai 
for B time, bring down to earth the romance of U 
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Other — sad climate for Italy. But the two seasons, 
last and preient, are extraordinary. Read a Life of 
Leonardo da Vinci by Rossi — ruminated — wrote 
this much, and will go to bed. 

" jBOuary 5. 1821. 

" Rose late — dull and drooping — the weather 
dripping and dense. Snow on the ground, and 
sirocco above in the sky, hlie yesterday. Roads up to 
the horse's betly, so that riding (at least for pleasure) 
is not very feasible. Added a postscript to my let- 
ter to Murray. Read the conclusion, for the fiftieth 
time (I have read all W. Scott's novels at least fifty 
times), of the third series of ' Tales of my Land- 
lord.' — grand work — Scotch Fielding, as well as 
great English poet — wonderful man I I long to get 
drunk with him. 

" Dined versus six o' the clock. Forgot that there 
was a plum-pudding, (1 have added, lately, eating to 
my ' &mily of vices,') and had dined before 1 knew 
it. Drank half a bottle of some sort of spirits — 
probably spirits of wine ; for what tliey call brandy, 
rum, &c. &c. here is nothing but spirits of wine, 
coloured accordingly. Did not eat two apples, 
which were placed by way of desserL Fed the two 
cats, the hawk, and the tame (but not tamed) crow. 
Read Mitford's History of Greece — Xenophon'a 
Retreat of the Ten Thousand. Up to this present 
moment writing, 6 minutes before eight o' the clock 
— French hours, not Italian. 

" Hear the carriage — order pistols and great 
coat, as usual — necessary articles. Weather cold 
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— carriage open, and inhabitants somewhat savage 

— rather treacherous and highly inflamed by pofr 
tics. Fine fcIlowE, though, good materials for a na- 
tion. Out of chaoB God made a world, and out uf 
high passions comes a people. 

" Clock strikes — going oat to make love. Samtr 
what perilous, but not disagreeable. Metnoranduu 

— a new screen put up to-day. It is rather antique, 
but will do with a little repair. 

" Thaw continues — hopeful that riding maybe 
practicable tc-morrow. Sent the papers to AllW 
grand events coming. 

" 11 o' the clock and nine minutes. Visited Im 
Contessa G. Nata G. G. Found her beginning my 
letter of answer to the thanks of Alessio del Pinto of 
Rome for assisting his brother the late CotnmandHiit 
in hie last moments, as I had begged her to pen mj 
reply for the purer Italian, I being an ultra-monlane, 
little skilled in the set phrase of Tuscany. Cut 
short the letter — finish it another day. Talked of 
Italy, patriotism, Alfieri, Madame Albany, and other 
branches of learning. Also Sallust's Conspiracy «f 
Catiline, and the War of Jugurtha. At 9 came in 
her brother, II Conte Pietro — at 10, her bther, 
Cpnte Ruggiero. 

" Talked of various modes of warfere — of the 
Hungarian and Highland modes of broad-sword ex- 
ercise, in both whereof I was once a moderate 'mat- 
ter offence.' Settled that the R. will break out on 
the 7th or 8th of March, in which appointment I 
should trust, had it not been settled that 
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have broken out in October, 1820. But those 
Bolognese sb irked the Honiognuoles. 

" ' It is all one to Ranger.' One tnuflt not be 
particular, but take rebellion when it lies in the waj*. 
Come home — read the ' Ten Thousand' again, and 
will go to bed. 

" Mem. — Ordered Fletcher (at Tour o'clock this 
afternoon) to copy out seven or eight apophthegms 
of Bacon, in which I have detected euch blunders 
as a school-boy might detect rather than commit 
Such are the sages ! WTiat must they be, when 
such as I can Etumble on their mistakes or mis- 
statements ? I will go to bed, for 1 find that I 
grow cynical. 

" JanuaiyS. I8B1. 

" Mist — thaw — slop — rain. No stirring out on 
horseback. Read Spence's Anecdotes. Pope a fine 
fellow — always thought him so. Corrected blunders 
in nine apophthegms of Bacon — all hiatorical — and 
read Mitford's Greece. Wrote an epigram. Turned 
to a passage in Guingueng — ditto in Lord Holland's 
Lope de Vega, Wrote a ijote on Don Juan. 

" At eight went out to visit. Heard a little music 
— tike music. Talked with Count Pietro G. of the 
Italian comedian Vestris, who is now at Rome — 
have seen him often act in Venice— a good actor .— 
very. Somewhat of a mannerist ; but excellent in 
broad comedy, as well as in the sentimental pathetic. 
He has made me frequently laugh and cry, neither 
of which is now a very easy matter — at least, for a 
player to produce in me. 

" Ttiought of the state ofwomen under the ancient 
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Greeks — convenient enough. Present state a rem- 
nant of the barbarism of the chivalry and feuil 
ages — artificial and unnatural. They ought to mind 
hnme — and be well fed and clothed — but not mixed 
in society. Well educated, too, in religion — b 
read neither poetry nor politics — nothing but boob 
of piety and cookery. Music — drawing — dandng 
~- also a little gardening and ploughing dow and 
then. I have seen them mendmg the roads in Epinis 
with good success. Why not, as well as hay-ma" " 
and milking? 

" Came home, and read Mitford again, and played 
with my mastiff — gave him his supper. Made 
another reading to the epigram, but the turn iJie 
same. To-night at the theatre, there being a prince 
on his throne in the last sceneof the comedy, — tlii 
audience laughed, and asked him for a Constifulioii 
This showBthe state of the public mind here, aswel 
as the assassinations. It won't do. There must be 
an universal republic, — and there ought to be, 

" The crow is lame of a leg — wonder how it hap- 
pened — some fool trod upon his toe, tsuppoae. The 
felcon pretty brisk — the cats large and noisy — 
monkeys I have not looked to since the cold weather, 
as they suSer by bebg brought up. Horses must be 
gay — get a ride as soon as weather serves. Deuced 
muggy still — an Italian winter is a sad thing, but all 
the other seasons are charming, 

" What is the reason that I have been, all ray liffr 
time, more or less ennui/if and that, if any thing, I 
am rather less so now than I was at twenty, as fo 
as my recollection serves? I do not know how to 



answer this, but presume that it is constitutional, — 
as well as the waking in low spirits, which I have 
invariably dnne for many yeara. Temperance and 
exercise, which I have practised at times, and for a 
long time together vigorously and violently, made 
little or no difference. Violent passions did; — when 
under their immediate influence — it is odd, but — 1 
was in agitated, but nol in depressed, spirits. 

" A doae of salts has tlie effect of a temporary in< 
ebriation, like hght champagne, upon me. But wine 
and spirits make me sullen and savage to ferocity — 
silent, however, and retiring, and nut quarrelsome, 
if not spoken to. Swimming also raises my spirits, 
— but in general they are low, and get daily lower. 
That is hopeksa ; for I do not think I am so much 
ennut/i as I was at nineteen. The proof is, that 
then I must game, or drink, or be in motion of some 
kind, or I was miserable. At present, I can mope 
in quietness ; and like being alone better than any 
company — except the lady's whom I serve. But I 
feel a something, which makes me think that, if I 
ever reach near to old age, like Swifl, ' I shall die at 
top ' first. Only I do not dread idiotism or madness 
so much as he did. On the contrary, I think some 
quieter stages of both must be preferable to much of 
what men think the possession of their senses. 

" January 7. 1821, Sunday, 

« Still rain — mist — snow — drizzle — and all the 
incalculable combinations of a climate where heat 
and cold struggle for mastery. Read Spence, and 
turned over Itoscoe, to find a passage I have not 
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found. Read the fourtli vol. of W. Scott's aeconJ" 
series of ' Tales of my Landlord. ' Dined. Read the 
Lugano Gazette. Read — I forget what. At eigh 
went to converaazione. Found there the Counlew 
Geltrude, Bctti V. and her husband, and othen. 
Pretty black-eyed woman that — oiili/ nineteen — 
■ame age as Teresa, who is prettier, though. 

" The Count Pietro (J. took me aside to say that 
the Patriots have had notice from Forli (twenty 
miles off) that to-night the government and its 
party mean to strike a stroke — that the Cardinal 
here has had orders to make several arrests imme- 
diately, and that, in consequence, the Liberals are 
arming, and have posted patroles in the streets, to 
sound the alarm and give notice to fight for it. 

" He asked me ' what should be done?' I an- 
swered, ■ Fight for it, rather than be taken in detail ;* 
and offered, if any of them are in immediate appre- 
hension of arrest, to receive them in my bouse (which 
is defensible), and to defend them, with my servants 
and themselves (we have arms and ammunitioD), 
as long as we can, — or to try to get them away 
under cloud of night. On going home, I offered 
him the pistols which I had about me — but be re- 
fuiied, but said he would come off to me in case of 
accidents. 

" It wants half an hour of midnight, and rains ; — 
as Gibbet says, ' a fine night far Iheir enterprise — 
dark as hell, and blows like the devil." If the row 
don't happen now, it must soon. I thought that 
their system of shooting people would soon produce 
a re-action — and now it seems coming. I will do 
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irhat I can in the way of combat, though a little out 
ofeierciBe. The cause is a good one. 

" Turned over and over half a score of boots for 

ihe passage in question, and can't find it. Expect 

to hear the drum and the musquetry momently 

j (for [hey swear to resist, and are right,) — but I hear 

■■Abg, as yet, save the plash of the rain and the 

^^^n«f ihe wind at intervals. Don't like to go to 

^^Bbecause I hate to he waked, and would rather 

^Hp for the row, if there is to be one. 

"Mended the fire— have got the arms — and a 
boot or two, which I shall turn over. I know little 
of their numbers, but think the Carbonari strong 
enou^ to beat the troops, even here. With twenty 
men this house might be defended for twenty-four 
^HTB against any force to bo brought against it, 
WW in this place, for the same time ; and, in such 
Hime, the country would have notice, and would 
ri«i — if ever they leill rise, of which there is some 
doubt. In the mean time, I may as well read as do 
Of thing else, being alone. 

" January 8. ISKI, Monday. 

" Rose, and found Count P. G. in my apartments. 
Sent tnray the servant. Told me that, according to 
die beet information, the Government had not issued 
ordns for the arrests apprehended ; that the attack 
b Forli had not taken place (as expected) by the 
Saafedisti — the opponents of the Carbonari or Libe- 
falB— and that, as yet, they are still in apprehension 
only. Asked me for some arms of a better sorU 
»bieh I gave him. Settled that, in case of a row, 
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the Liberals were to assemble here (with me), aod 
that lie had given the word to Vincenzo G. and 
others of tile Ckirfi for that purpose. He himstlf 
and t'other are going to the chase in the forest; but 
V. G. 18 to come to me, and an express to be seni 
off to him, P.G., if any thing occurs. Concerted 
operations. They are to seize — but no matter. 

" I advised them to attack in detail, and in differ- 
ent parties, in different places (though a.t the aam 
time), BO as to divide the attention of the troi^ 
who, though few, yet being disciplined, would betl 
any body of people (not trained) in a regular fi^l 
— unless dispersed in small parties, and distracted 
with different assaults. Offered to let theia assenible 
here, if they choose. It is a strongish post — na> 
row street, commanded from within — and tenabie 
walls. 

" Dined. Tried on a new coat. Letter to Murray. 
with corrections of Bacon's Apophthegms and an 
epigram — the latter not for publication. At ei^t 
went to Teresa, Countess G. At nine and a half 
came in II Conte P. and Count P. G. Talked of g 
certain proclamation lately issued. Count R. G. 
bad been with " • (the * •), to sound him about the 
arrests. He, ■ •, is a trimmer, and deiils, at presenl, 
his cards witli both hands. If he don't mind, theyll 
be full. • • pretends (/ doubt him — tkey don't, 
— we shall see) that there is no such order, and 
seems staggered by the immense exertions of the 
Neapolitans, and the fierce spirit of the Liberals 
here. The truth is, that • • cares for little but his 
place (which is a good one), and wishes to play 
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retty with both parties. He has changed his mind 
lirty times these last three moons, to mj Imow- 
idge, for he corresponds with me. But he is not a 
loody fellow — only an avaricious one. 

** It seems that, just at this moment (as Lydia 
.Anguish says), there will be no elopement after all. 
'. wish that I had known as much last night — or, 
:ather, this morning — I should have gone to bed 
two hours earlier. And yet I ought not to complain ; 
for, though it is a sirocco, and heavy rain, I have 
not pawned for these two days. 

" Came home — read History of Greece — before 
dinner had read Walter Scott's Rob Roy. Wrote 
address to the letter in answer to Alessio del Pinto, 
who has thanked me for helping his brother (the 
late Commandant, murdered here last month) in his 
last moments. Have told him I only did a duty of 
humanity — as is true. The brother lives at Rome. 

^ Mended the fire with some * sgobole ' (a Ro- 
nukgnuole word), and gave the falcon some water. 
Drank some Seltzer-water. Mem. — received to- 
day a print, or etching, of the story of Ugolino, by 
aD Italian painter — different, of course, from Sir 
Joshua Reynolds's, and I think (as far as recollection 
goes) no worsen for Re3molds's is not good in history. 
Tore a button in my new coat. 

^ I wonder what figure these Italians will make 
in a regular row. I sometimes think that, like the 
lrighman*s gun (somebody had sold him a crooked 
one), they will only do for < shooting round a cor- 
ner;' at least, this sort of shooting has been the late 
^cnor of their exploits. And yet, there are materials 
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in tliis people, and a noble energy, if well direcUi 
But who is to direct them? No matter. Out «' 
suck times heroes spring. . Difficulties are the hot- 
beds of high spirits, and Freedom the mother of At 
few virtues incident to human nature. 

" TuE^day, January 9. 1B91< 
" Rose — the day fine. Ordered the horses ; boi 
Lega (my secretary, an Italiantsra for steward a 
chief servant) coming to tell me that the paints 
had finished the work in &esco, for the room he bit 
been employed on lately, I went to see it before I 
set out. The painter has not copied badly Ik 
prints from Titian, &c. considering all things. 

" Dined. Read Johnson's ' Vanity of UuDitn 
Wishes,' — all the examples and mode of givir^ 
them sublime, as well as the latter part, with [be 
exception of an occasional couplet. I do not U 
nmch admire the opening. I remember an obsert- 
1 of Sliorpe'a, (the Conversationist, as he wa 
called in London, and a very clever man,) that the 
first line of this poem was superfluous, and thai 
Pope (the best of poets, / think) would have b^no 
at once, only changing thu punctuation — 

" ' Survey mankind from China to Peru." 

The former line, ' Let observation,' &c. is certainlj 
heavy and useless. But 'tis a grand poem — and « 
true as the 10th of Juvenal himself. The 
lapse of ages changes all things — time — language— 
the earth — tJie bounds of the sea — the stars of llie 
sky, and every thing ' about, around, and under- 



IS21. LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 67 

leath' man, except man himself , who. has always 
>een, and always will be, an unlucky rascal. The 
nfinite variety of lives conduct but to death, and 
he infinity of wishes lead but to disappointment. 
ML the discoveries which have yet been made have 
multiplied little but existence. An extirpated dis- 
ease is succeeded by some new pestilence ; and a 
discovered world has brought little to the old one, 
except the p — first and freedom afterwards — the 
laUer a fine thing, particularly as they gave it to 
Europe in exchange for slavery. But it is doubtful 
whether < the Sovereigns* would not think the Jirst 
the best present of the two to their subjects. 

" At eight went out — heard some news. They 
say the King of Naples has declared, by couriers 
from Florence, to the Powers (as they call now 
those wretches with crowns) that his Constitution 
was compulsive, &c. &c. and that the Austrian bar- 
barians are placed again on war pay, and will march. 
Let them — * they come like sacrifices in their trim,* 
^e hounds of hell I Let it still be a hope to see 
their bones piled like those of the human dogs at 
Morat, in Switzerland, which I have seen. 

^ Heard some music. At nine the usual visiters 
--news, toary or rumours of war. Consulted with 
P' G. &c. &c. They mean to insurrect here, and 
are to honour me with a call thereupon. I shall not 
^ back ; though I don*t think them in force or heart 
sufficient to make much of it But, onward ! — it is 
now the time to act, and what signifies self if a 
single spark of that which would be worthy of the 
past can be bequeathed unquenchedly to the future? 

F 2 



It is not one man, nor a million, but the ^pirU of 
liberty which must be spread. The waves whui 
dash upon the shore are, one by one, brokeo, bul 
yet the ocean conquers, nevertheless. It ova- 
whelms the Armada, it wears tlie rock, and, if the 
N^ilumans are to be believed, it has not only 
destrryed, but made a world. In like ntaniwr, 
whatever the sacriiice of individuals, the great CBUe 
will gather strength, sweep down what is rugged, and 
fertilise (for sea-jeeed is manure) what is cultivaWt 
And so, the mere selfish calculation ought never It 
be made on such occasions ; and, at present, it shil 
not be computed by me. I was never a good 
arithmetician of chances, and shall i 



"January 10. ISSl. 

" Dayfine— rained only in the morning. Looked 
over accounts. Read Campbell's Poets — marked 
errors of Tom (the author) for correction. Dined 

nusic — Tyrolese air, with varia 
Sustained the cause of the original simple air against 
the variations of the Italian school. 

" Politics sopiewhat tempestuous, and cloudier 
daily. To-morrow being foreign post-day, probably 
g rftore will be known. 

" Came horae^read. Corrected Tom CampbelTi 

slips of the pen, A good work, though s^Ie 

affected — but his defence of Pope is glorious. To 
be sure, it is his otm cause too, — but no matter, it is 
very good, and does him great credit. 



** Midnight. 

" I have been turning over different Lives of the 
Poets. I rarely read their works, unless an occasional 
flight over the classical ones, Pope, Dryden, John- 
son, Gray, and those who approach them nearest (I 
leave the rant of the rest to the cant of the day), 
and — I had made several reflections, but I feel 
sleepy, and may as well go to bed. 

"January II. 1821. 

" Read die letters. Corrected the tri^edy and 
the ' Hints from Horace.' Dined, and got into 
belter spirits. Went out — returned — finished 
letters, five in number. Read Poets, and an anec- 
dote in Spence. 

" Alii, writes to me that the Pope, and Duke of 
Tiucany, and King of Sardinia, have also been 
oiled to Congress ; but the Pope will only deal 
ibere by proxy. So the interests of millions are in 
tbe hands of about twenty coxcombs, at a place 
celled Leibach ! 

"I should almost regret that my own affairs went 
, well, when those of nations are in peril. If the in- 
terests of mankind could be essentially bettered 
^luticularly of these oppressed Italians), I should 
Hot BO much mind my own ' sma peculiar.' God 
piDt us all better tiroes, or more philosophy I 

"fil reading, 1 have just chanced upon an expres- 
■00 of Tom Campbell's ; — speaking of Collins, he 
•^ that ' no reader cares any more about the cha- 
neUriitie manw^s of his Eclogues than about the 
•niheaticity of the tale of Troy.' 'Tis false — we 
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At ore about ' tlie antfacndcity of the tale of Troj, 
I have stood upon that ptam daiiy, for mare than I 
iDODtli in 1810; and if anj thing ditnisished irq 
pleasure, it wm that the blackguard Bryant had im- 
pinned its Teradty. It is true I read ■ Hooia 
Travestied' (the first twelve books), because Hob- 
house and others bored me with tlieir leanted 
localities, and 1 love quizzing. But I Still veneratal 
the grand original as the truth of history (m die 
materia] .^kUi) and of fiaet. Otherwise, it woaU 
have given roe no delight. Who will persuade me, 
when I reclined upon a mighty tomb, that it did 
not contain a hero? — its very magnitude proved 
this. Slen do not labmir over the ignoble and 
petty dead — and why should not the dead be 
HooKTi dead? The secret of Tom Campbells 
defence of iniuxaraey in costume and description ia, 
that his Gertrude, &c. has no more locali^ in 
common with Pennsylvania than with Penmamnatu'. 
It is notoriously full of grossly false scenery, as all 
Americas declare, though they praise parts of the 
poem. It b thus that self-love for ever creeps out, 
like a snake, to sting any thing which happens, even 
accidentally, to stumble upon it. 

" jMiuaiy 12. ISSI. 

" Tlie weather still so humid and impracticable, 
tliat London, in its most oppressive fogs, were a 
summer-bower to this mist and sirocco, whicb has 
now lasted (but with one day's interval), chequered 
with snow or heavy rain only, since the 30th of 
December, 1820. It is bo far lucky that I have » 
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terary turn; — but it is very tiresome not to be 
ble to stir out, io comfort, on any horse but 
'egasus, for bo many days. The roads are even 
rarte than the weather, by the long splashing, and 
;he heavy soil, and the growth of the waters. 

" Read the Poeta — English, that is to say— out 
oF Campbell's edition. There is a good deal of 
tafieta in some of Tom's prefatory phrases, but his 
work is good as a whole. I like him best, though, in 
hi) Dim poetry. 

" Murray writes that they want to act the Tra- 
gedy of Maiino Faliero — more fools they, it was 
■titten for the closet. I have protested against 
Ihis piece of usurpation, (which, it seems, is legal 
fur managers over any printed work, against the 
Uthor'e will,) and I hope they will not attempt it. 
Why don't they bring out some of the numberless 
UpirantB for theatrical celebrity, now encumbering 
iheir shelves, instead of lugging me out of the 
Hbrary? I have written a fierce protest against any 
•uch attempt, but I still would hope that it will not 
be necessary, and that they will see, at once, that it 
ianot intended for the stage. It is too regular — 
llie time, twenty-four hours — the change of place 
not frequent — nothing Tne/odramatie — no surprises, 
BO starts, nor trap-doors, nor opportunities ' for 
louing their heads and kicking their heels' — and 
Holme — the grand ingredient of a modern play. 

" I have found out the seal cut on Murray's letter, 
his meant for Walter Scott — or Sir Walter — he 
Bihe first poet knighted since Sir Richai'd Black- 
lure. But it does not do him justice. Scott's — 
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particularly when he recilea — is a very intelligoil 
countenance, and this seal says nothing. 

" Scott is certainly the moat wonderful vrntai 
the day. His novels are a new literature in then- 
selves, and his poetry as good as any — if not beW 
(only on an erroneous system) — and only ceasei 
to be so popular, because the vulgar learned 
tired of hearing ' Aristides called the Just,' and 
the Best, and ostracised him. 

" I like bim, too, for his manliness of characta 
for the extreme pleasantness of his conversatio 
his good-nature towards myself, personally, 
he prosper I — for he deserves it. I know no readitj 
to which I fall with sucb alacrity as a work of W. 
Scott's. I shall give the seal, with liis bust on '% 
to Madame la Contease G, this evening, who will be 
curious to have the effigies of a man so celebrated 

" How strange are our thoughts, &c. &c. &&• 

" MidBigbL 
" Read the Italian translation by Guido Sorelliof 
tbe German Grillparzer — a devil of a name, Wli* 
sure, for posterity ; but they must learn to pronounCt 
it. With all the allowance for a translation, ud 
above all, an Italian translation (they are the vo; 
worst of traoslators, except from the Classics— 
Annibale Caro, for instance — and (Acre, the bastardj 
of their language helps them, as, by way of IooImS 
i^^BW^theyape their father's tongue); — butwiA 

• Here foUowB b long passngc, already eiiracted, reJoii* 
to hii early fiiend, Edward Noel Long. 
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Yery aHowance for such a disadvantage, the tragedy 
rf Sappho is superb and sublime 1 There is no 
lenyiDg it. The man has done a great thing in 
Rriting that play. And who is lief I know him 
Dot; but tigei will. 'Tis a high intellect. 

" I must premise, however, that I have read 
KAing of Adolph MUlhier's (the author nf < Guilt'), 
ud much less of Goethe, and Schiller, and Wieland, 
than 1 could wish. I only know them through the 
mediuiD of English, French, und Italian translatiana. 
Of the real language I know absolutely nothing, — 
except oaths learnt from postilioDii and officers in a 
iquabble. I can gwear in German potently, when I 
tike—' Sacrament — Vcrfluchter — Hundsfott' — 
ud go forth ; but I have little of their less energetic 
conrersation. 

" I like, however, their women, (I was once so 
iaperotdy in love with a German woman, Con- 
lUnce,) and all that I have read, translated, of their 
vritinga, and all that I have seen on the Rhine of 
Iheircountry and people — all, except the Austrlons, 
wbom r abhor, loathe, and — I cannot find words 
fcf my hate of them, and should be sorry to find 
■beds correspondent to my hate ; for I abhor cruelty 
Bore than I abhor die Austrlaiis — except on an 
impulse, and then I am savage — but not delibe- 
niely so. 

"Grillparzer is grand — antique — not so simple 
« the ancients, but very simple for a modem — too 
ae de StaeluA, now and then — but altogether 
kf^ Bud goodly writer. 
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" Juniary 13. 

" Sketched the outline and Drams. Pera- of» 
intended tragedy of Sardanapalus, which I havelii 
some time meditated. Took the names from Dii> 
dorus Sieulus. (I know the history of Sardanapiht 
and have kooH'n \i since I was twelve years <Mi 
and read over a passage in the ninth vol. oetavoirf 
Mitford's Greece, where he rather vindicates ih 
memory of thi^ last of the Assyrians. 
V " Dined — news come ~ the Powers 
with the peoples. The intelligence seems positive- 
let it be so — tliey will be beaten in it ' ~ 
king-times are fast finishing. There will be Hei 
shed like water, and tears like mist ; but the peoplei 
will conquer in the end. I shall not live to see it 
but I foresee it. 

" I carried Teresa the Italian translation of Griit 
paner's Sappho, which she promises to read, 
quarrelled with me, because I said that love v 
the hftiest thetne for true tragedy ; and, having tilt 
advantage of her native language, and natural fem^ 
eloquence, she overcame my fewer arguments, i 
believe she was right. I must put more love ibB 
' Sardanapalus' than I intended. I speak, of 
if the times will allow me leisure. That if iril 
hardly he a peace-maker. 

" Januar; 14. lUL 

" Turned over Seneca's tragedies. Wrote (bt 
opening lines of the intended tragedy of 
paluB. Rode out some miles into the forest. 
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md rainy. Returned — dined — wrote some more 
af my tragedy. 

^ Read Diodorus Siculus — turned over Seneca, 
and some other books. Wrote some more of the 
tragedy. Tock a glass of grog. After having ridden 
hard in rainy weather, and scribbled, and scribbled 
again, the spirits (at least mine) need a little exhi- 
ligation, and I don t like laudanum now as I used to 
do. So I have mixed a glass of strong waters and 
single waters, which I shall now proceed to empty. 
Therefore and thereunto I conclude this day's diary. 

^' The effect of all wines and spirits upon me is, 
hoirever, strange. It settleSf but it makes me gloomy 
—gloomy at the very moment of their effect, and 
iu)t gay hardly ever. But it composes for a time, 
though sullenly. 

"January 15. 1821. 

^ Weather fine. Received visit. Rode out into 
the forest — fired pistols. Returned home — dined 
—dipped into a volume of Mitford's Greece—- 
wrote part of a scene of ' Sardanapalus.* Went out 
^heard some music — heard some politics. More 
ninisters from the other Italian powers gone to 
Congress. War seems certain — in that case, it will 
^ a savage one. Talked over various important 
matters with one of the initiated. At ten and half 
letumed home. 

** I have just thought of something odd. In the 

iJQBT 1814^ Moore Q the poet,'/xzr excellenccy and he 

j^ttenres it) and I were going together, in the same 

carriage, to dine with Earl Grey, the Capo Politico 
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of the remaJiuDg Whig^ Murray, the magDifin 
(the illustrious publi^er of that oame), had jueti 
roe a Java gazette — 1 kiKiw Dot why, or wlwnlii 
PulUng it out, by way of curiosity, we fbund ill 
coataiii a dispute {the said Java gazette) on Mm 
merits and mine. I think, if 1 had been then, 
I could hare saved them the trouble of disputbfi 
the subject. But, there is fame for you at 
tweu^ ! Alesander had conquered India 
same age ; but 1 doubt if he was disputed aboA >f>ai 
his conquests compared with those of IndiM 
chus, at Java. 

" It was a great &nie to be named with Mi 
greater to be compared with bim ; greatest— 
sure, at least — to be witA him ; and, surely, >i 
coincidence, that we should be dining togetheril B. 
they were quarrelling idraut us beyond the eqnis 
tial line. 

" Well, the same evening, 1 met Lawrence 
painter, and heard one of Lord Grey's daughteni 
fine, tall, spirit-looking girl, with much of the^ 
dan, thoTough-bred look of her father, which i 
upon) play on the harp, so modestly and ti^ai 
ously, diat she looked miaic. WeU, 1 would 
have had my talk with Lawrence (who talked deii^ 
fully) and heard the girl, than have had all the bnl 
of Moore and me put together. 

" The only pleasure of fame is that it paves ill 
way to pleasure ; and the more intellectual W 
pleasure, the better for the pleasure and for us tM 
It was, however, agreeable to have heard our 
before dinner, and a girl's liarp afler. 
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" Janufliy IG. 1821. 

** Read — rode — fired pistols — returned — dined 
-"^^rote — visited — heard music — taJked nonsense 
- and went home. 

•'Wrote part of a Tragedy — advanced in Act Ist 
L't:h ' all deliberate speed.' Bought a blanket. 
t&e weatlier is still Biuggy as a London May — mist, 
£zzle, the air replete with Scotticisms, which, 
.Ough fine in the descriptions of Ossian, are some- 
t«at tiresome in real, prosaic perspective. Politics 
iJl mysterious. 

" Janutu? IT. ISSl. 

■' Rode i' the forest — fired pistols — dined. Ar- 

*-ed a packet of books from England and Loni- 

hvdy — English, Italian, French, and Latin. Head 

13 eight — went out. 
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" JanuE 






" To-day, the post Euriving late, did not ride, 
tead letters — only two gazettes instead of twelve 
C>w due. Made Lega write to that negligent 
£alignani, and added a postscript. Dined. 

" At eight proposed to go out. Lega came in with 
:, letter about a bill unpaid at Venice, which 1 
liought paid months ago. I flew into a paroxysm 
►f rage, which almost made me faint. I have not 
»een well ever since. I deserve it for being such a 
ool *— but it vms provoking — a set of scoundrels ! 
Et is, however, but five and twenty pounds. 

"jHnuary 19, 1S21. 
" Rode. Winter's wind somewhat more unkind 
Qian ingratitude itself, though Shakspeare says other- 
wise. At least, I am so much more accustomed to 
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meet wit!) iagratituJe tlian the north vind, &t 
thought the latter the shaTjier of the two. Ill 
met with both in the courseof the twcntj-fourhoi 
so could judge. 

" Thought of a plan of education for my daagla 
AUegra, who ought to begin aooa with her stuib 
Wrote a letter — aftermards a postscript. Ralbtrl 
low spirits — ceriainly hippifih — liver touched— ■ 
take a dose of salts. 

"I have been reading the Life, by himself I 
daughter, of Mr. R. L. Edgeworth, the father rf* 
Miss Edgeworth. It is altt^ether a great 
1813, 1 recollect to have met them in the fatha 
able world of London (of which I then formed i 
item, a fraction, these^inent^of a circle, theunh' 
million, the nothing of something) in thi 
of the hour, and at a breakfast of Sir Humphry 
Lady Davy's, to which I was invited for the no 
I had been the lion of 1812 ; Miss Edgeworth 
Madame de Stael, with ' the Coeaack,' towards it 
end of 1813, were the exhibitions of the succeefi 
year. 

" I thought Edgeworth a fine old fel!( 
darety, elderly, red complexion, but active, hrii 
and endless. He was seventy, but did not ]o(^ £f) 
— no, nor forty-eight even. I had seen 
Fitzpatrick not very long before — a man of jrf« 

i, wit, eloquence, all things. He tottered 
still talked like a gentleman, though feebly. Ei^l 
worth bounced about, and talked loud and loif: 
but he seemed neither weakly nor decrepit, 
hardly old. 
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" He began by telling ' that he had given Dr. Parr 
dressing, who had taken him for an Irish bog- 
otter,' &c. &c. Now I, who know Dr. Parr, and 
ho know (not by experience — for I never should 
Lve preBumed so fur as to contend with him — but 
' hearing him unlh others, and of others) that it 
not so easy a matter to * dress him,' thought 
r. Edgeworth an assertor of what was iint true. 
e could not have stood before Parr an instant. 
fT the rest, he seemed intelligent, vehement, vlva- 
>US9 and full of life. He bids fair for a Imndred 

" He was not much admired in London, and I re- 
;mber a ' ryghte merrie ' and conceited jest which 
Ls rife among the gallants of the day," viz. a 
per had been presented for the recall of Mrs. Sid- 
ns to lh& stage, (she having lately taken leave, to 
e loss of ages, — for nothing ever was, or can be, 
:e her,) to which all men had been called to sub- 
ribe. Whereupon, Thomas Hoore, of profane and 
letical memory, did propose tliat a similar paper 
lould be swJscribed and ci/euniseribed ' for the 
K^l of Mr. Edgeworth to Ireland.'* 
" The fact was — every body cared more about 
!r. She was a nice little unassuming ' Jeanie 
eans'-looking body,' as we Scotch say — and, if 
)t handsome, certainly not ill-looking. Her con- 
jrsation was as quiet as herself. One would never 

■ In this, I rather think he whb miaiDroniied ; whatever 
srit there nuy be in the jeaC, I hare not, as &r Aa 1 cui r^ 
Uect, the slightest claim to il. 
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have guessed she could write her name: 
her &ther tdked, not us if he could write 
else, but as if nothing else was worth writing, 

" As for Mrs. Eilgeworth, I forget — except i 
I think she was the youngest of the party, 
gether, they were an excellent cage of the 
and succeeded for two months, till the Ian ~ 
Madame de Stael. 

" To turn from them to their works, 1 
them 1 but they excite no feeling, and tliey leml 
love — except for some Irish steward or postili* 
However, the impression of intellect and pnidoR 
is profound — and may be useful. 

" January SO. IW. 

" Rode — fired pistols. Read from Grimm's Om 
spondence. Dined — went out — heard music— t 
turned — wrote a letter to the Lord ChaniberlwH 
request him to prevent the theatres from Rj* 
senting the Doge, which the Italian papers say tbi 
they are going to act. This is pretty > 
without asking my consent, and even in opposill* 
to it I 

Jlnua>7 ai. l«l 

"Fine, clear frosty day — that is to say, an Itilil 
ftosl, for their winters hardly get heyond 
which reason nobody knows how to skate (or «kil| 
— a Dutch and English accomphshment. RodeM 

OS usual, and fired pistols. Good shooting bnk 

four common, and rather small, bottles, in four 
dt fourteen paces, with a common pair of pisttds'' 
indifferent powder. Almost as good vxxferwg 
shooting — considering the difference of powder wJ] 
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-as when, in 1809, 1810, 1811, 1812, 1813, 

. was my luck to split walking-sticks, wafers, 

wns, shillings, and even the ej/e of awalking- 

i, at twelve paces, with a single bullet — and alt 

I by ^ and calculation ; for niy hand is not steady, 

I and apt to change with the very weather. To the 

prowess which I here note, Joe Manton and others 

can bear testimony I for the former taught, and Ae 

latter has seen me do, tliese feats. 

" Dined — visited — came home — read. Re- 
marked on an anecdote in Grimm's Correspondence, 
which says that ' Regnard et la plupart des poetes 
piques ^taient gens bilieux ct m^laucoliijues ; et 
~L de Voltaire, qui est tres gai, n'a jamais luit 
) tragedies — et que la comedie gaJe es 

n'ait point rfiussi. C'est que celui 
k et celui qui fait rire sont deux hommea fort 

-Vol. VI. 

lit this moment I feel as bilious as the best 

b writer of them all, (even as Regnard himself, 

Q MoliSre, who has written some of the 

medics in any language, and who is supposed 

e committed suicide,) and am not in spirits to 

myproposed tragedy of Sardanapalus, which 

ir some days, ceased to compose. 

[To-morrow is my birth-day — that is to saj 

'e o' the clock, midnight, i. e. in twelve minutes, 

I have completed thirty and three years of 

1 1 1 — and I go to ray bed with a heavineai 

*- having lived so long, and 1q .stiittle-piir- 

■' It is three minutes past twelve. — ' 'Tia the 

VOL. V. o 
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middle of night by the castle clock,' and I 31 
thinjr-three ! 

" Ebeu, fugwet, Potthunie, PoMfaiime, 

bat I don't r^ret tbem so much for what I hm 
dooe, as for what I miffht have done. 

** Through liTe'i roul, to dim and tlirtj, 
i luTe dn^ed to tbree-aad-tbijty. 
WhU Ibte these jears left to me 7 
Nothing — eicept thirtj-Ihree. 

" Januu? as. IHI 
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" Fine day. Read — rode — fired pistols, and re- 
turned. Dined — read. Went out at eight — made 
the usual visit. Heard of nothing but war, — < the 
cry is still, They come.' The CaH. seem tohaveno 
plan — nothing fixed among themselves, how, when, 
or what to do. In that case, they will make nathing 
of this project, so often postponed, and never put in 
action. 

" Came home, and gave some necessary orders, in 
case of circumstances requiring a change of place, 
I shall act according to what raay seem proper, when 
I hear decidedly what the Barbarians mean to do. 
At present, they are building a bridge of boats over 
the Po, which looks very warlike. A few days will 
probably show. I think of retiring towards Ancona, 
nearer the northern frontier ; that is to say, if 
Teresa and her father are obliged to retire, which is 
most likely, as all the family are Liberals. If not, 
I sliall stay. But my movements will depend upon 
the lady's wishes — for myself, it is much the same. 
" I am somewhat puzzled what to do with my 
Uttle daughter, and my eSects, which are of some 
quantity and value, — and neither of them do in the 
seat of war, where I think of going. But there is 
an elderly lady who will take charge of her, and T. 
says that the Marcheae C. will undertake to hold 
the chattels in safe keeping. Half the city are 
, getting their affairs in marching trim. A pretty 
I Carnival I The blackguards might as well have 
I wuted till Lent. 
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"_ Januoiy 34. 1 

" Returned — met some niasiques in the Coti 
' Vive la bagatelle '.' — the Germans are on the 
the Barbarians at the gate, and their maste 
council at Leybach (or whatever the eructatio 
the sound may syllable into a human pronunciu 
and lo ! they dance and sing and make merrTi 
to-raorrow they may die.' Who can say thu 
Arlequins are not right? Like tbe Lady Baim 
and tny old friend Burton — I ' rode on." 

" Dined — (damn this pen I) — beef toug 
there is no beef in Italy worth a curse; unl( 
man could eat an old os with the hide on, singt 
the swi. 

" The principal persons in the events whidi 
occur in a few days are gone out on a sAootingpi 
It it were like a ' highland liunling,' a preten 
the chase for a grand re-unioo of counsellors 
chiefs, it would be all very well. But it is noli 
more or leas than a real snivelling, popping, sc 
shot, water-hen waste of powder, ammunition, 
shot, for their own special amusement : a rare 
of fellows for ' a man to risk his neck with,' as ' 
rishall Wells ' says in the Black Dwarf. 

" If they gather, — ' whilk is to be doubted 
they will not muster a thousand men. The re 
of this is, that tlie populace are not interestei 
only the higher and middle orders, I wish that 
peasantry were : they are a fine savage race of 
legged leopards. But the Bolognese won't— 
Homagnuoles can't without tbem. Or, if the* 



— what then? They will try, and man can do no 
Qjore — and, it he tcotiid but try liis utmost, mach 
might be done. The Dutch, for instance, against 
the Spaniards — lien the tyrants of Europe, sioce, 
the slaves, and, lately, the freedraen. 

" The year 1820 was not a fortunate one for the 
individual me, whatever it may be for the nations. 
1 lost a lawsuit, after two decisions in my favour 
The project of lending money on an Irish mortgage 
was finally rejected by my wife's trustee after a 
year's hope and trouble. The Rochdale lawsuit had 
endured fifteen years, and always prospered till I 
married; since which, every thing has gone wrong 

— with me at leasL 

" In the same year, 1820, the Countess T. G. 
nata O, G', in despite of all I said and did to pre- 
vent it, wouM separate from her husband, II Cavalier 
Commendatore G'. &c. &c. &c. and all on the ac- 
count of ' P. P. clerk of this parish." The other 
little petty vexations of the year — overturns in 
carriages — the murder of people before one's door, 
and dying in one's beds — the cramp in swimming 

— colics — indigestions and bilious attacks, &c. &c. 



" Received a letter from Lord S. 0. state secre- 
tary of tlie Seven Islands — a fine fellow — clever 
— dished in England five years ago, and came 
abroad to retrench and to renew. He wrote from 
G 3 
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Ancona, in his way back to Corfu, on some mattw 
of our own. He is son of llie late Duke of L bii 
second marriage. He wants me to go to Corfi 
Why not? — perhaps I may, next spring. 

" Answered Murray's letter — read — loui^ 
Scrawled this additional page of life's It^-bod 
One day more is over of it and of me: — but 'irfiid 
is best, life or death, the gods only know," 
crates said to his judges, on the breaking up of W 
tribunal. Two thousand years since that sage's t' 
claration of ignorance have not enlightened us mot 
upon this important point ; for, according to lb* 
Christian dispensation, no one can know whetherhl 
is sure of salvation — even the most righteoia- 
since a single slip of ^ith may throw him on la 
back, like a skaiter, while gliding smoothly to bit 
paradise. Now, therefore, whatever the certainlj 
of faith in the/acts may be, the certainty of thein- 
dividual aB to his happiness or misery is no gresui 
than it was under Jupiter. 

" It has been said that the immortality of the soe 
is a ' grand peut-6tre' — but still it is a grand one 
Every body clings to it — the stupidest, and dulletl 
and wickedest of human bipeds is still persuade 
that he is imraorto]. 

, " JanUBiy 2e. 18SI 

" Fine day — a few males' tails portending chang) 
but the sky clear, upon the whole. Rode — fire 
pistols^ good shooting. Coming back, met an at 
man. Charity — purchased a shilling's worth ( 
salvation. If that was to be bought, I have giTe 
more to my fellow-creatures in this life — sometime 
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fijr vice, but, if not more ofttTi, at least more con- 
gideraili/, for virtue — than I now possess. I never 
in mj life gave a mistress so much as 1 have some- 
times given a poor man in honest distress ; but no 
matter. The scoundrels who have all along perse- 
CDted me (with the help of • • who has crowned 
their efforts) will triumph ; — and, when justice ia 
done to me, it will be when this hand that writes is 
as cold as the hearts which have stung me. 

" Returning, on the bridge near the mill, met an 
old woman. I asked her age — she said ' Trecroci.' 
I asked my groom (though myself a decent Italian) 
what the devil her three crosses meant. He said, 
nicety years, and that she had five years more to 
boot 1 1 I repeated the same three times, not to mis' 
take — ninety-five years 1 1 1 — and she was yet rather 
active — Aeart/ my (juestion, for she answered ft — 
tato me, for she advanced towards me ; and did not 
appear at all decrepit, though certainly touched 
with years. Told her to come to-morrow, and will 
examine her myself. I love phenomena. If she it 
ninety-five years old, she must recollect the Cardinal 
Alberoni, who was legate here. 

" On dismounting, found Lieutenant E.j ust arrived 
from Faenza. Invited him to dine with me to-mor- 
row. Did not invite him for to-day, because there 
was a small turbot, (Friday, fast regularly and 
religiously,) which I wanted to eat all myself. 
Ate it. 

" Went out — found T. as usual — music. The 
gentlemen, who make revolutions and are gone on a 
»liooting, are not vet returned. They don't return 
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till Sunday — that is to say, they have been out fit>' 
five days, buffooning, while the intereste of a whole 
country arc at stake, and even they -themaelves con- 
proraiued. 

It is a difficult part to play amongst such a Ut 
isassins and blockheads — but, when the scum ii 
■kimmed off, or has boiled over, good may come tS 
it. If this CNiuntry could but be freed, what would 
be too great for the accomplishment of that desice? 
for the extinction of that Sigh of Ages ? Let us hi^ 
They have hoped these thousand years. The vay- 
revolvement of the chances may bring it — it it 
upon the dice. 

" If the Neapolitans have but a single Macsanidlt 
amongst them, they will beat the bloody butchersof 
the crown and sabre. Holland, in worse circum- 
stances, beat the Spains and Philips ; America bat 
the English; Greece beat Xerxes ; and France be« 
Europe, till she took a tyrant ; South America beau 
her old vultures out of their nest ; and, if these mea • 
are but firm in themselves, there is nothing to sbske 
them from without. 

" January 28. 1831' 

" Lugano Gazette did not come. Letters from 
Venice. It appears that the Austrian brutes hate 
seized my three or four pounds of English powder- 
The scoundrels I — 1 hope to pay them in ball tot 
that powder. Rode out till twilight, 

" Pondered the subjects of four tragedies to ^ 
written (life and circumstances permitting), to wit, 
Sardanapalus, already begun ; Cain, a metaphysic" 
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t, something in the style of Manfred, but in 
! acts, perhaps, with the chorus ; I'rancesca of 
D five acts ; and 1 am not sure ihikt 1 would 
; try Tiberius. I think tliat I could extract a 
neliiing, of ray tragic, at least, out of the gloomy 
K::tfequestration and old age of the tyrant — and even 
^Eiut of his sojourn at Caprea — by softening tho details, 
— tmd exhibiting the despair which must have led to 
B=:jliOBe very vicious pleasures. For none but a power- 
m~ fi ll and gloomy mind overthrown would have had 
recourse to such solitary horrors, — being also, at the 
~ -mxae time, old, and the master of the world. 



" What is Poetry ? — The feeling of a Former 
world and Future. 

" TTiouglit Second. 
" Why, at tlie very height of desire and human 
pleasure, — worldly, social, amorous, ambitious, or 
even avaricious, — does there mingle a certain sense 
of doubt and sorrow — a fear of what is to come 
— a doubt of what is — a retrospect to the past, lead- 
ing to a prognostication of the future? (The best 
of Prophets of the future is the Past.) Why is this? 
or these ? — I tnow not, except that on a pinnacle 
we are most susceptible of giddiness, and that we 
never fear falling except from a precipice — the 
higher, the more awful, and the more sublime ; and, 
therefore, I am not sure that Fear is not a pleasurable 
sensation ; at least, Hcpe is ; and what Hope is there 
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without a deep leaven of Fear ? and what eeniatiiB' 
ia £0 delightful as Hope? and, if it were not fi( 
Hope, where would the Future be ? 
UBelesB to say where the Present is, for most of H 
know; and as for the Post, toAof predominikteiia 
memory? — Hnpebqffkd. Ergo, in al] hums 
it Ls Hope — Hope — Hope. I allow sixteen 
though 1 never counted them, to any given or Mp' 
posed possession- From whatever place 
mence, we know where it all must end. Andyft 
what good is there in knowing it ? It does notnubt 
men better or wiser. During the greatest howw 
of the greatest plagues, (Alliens and Florenceiiff 
example — see Thucydides and Machiavelli,) ma 
vrere more cruel and profligate than ever. It ii all 
a mystery. I feel most things, but I know notluBfi 
except 



" Thought fif a ^leech of Laciftr, in tht tragtdif of Cain i -* 

« Were J)ro(A an eml, would / let thee lioe f 

Fool ! live as I li«e — as thy falber Uiei, 

And tbj son'i sons shall live far evemiDns. 

•■ Past Midnight. One o' Che dn^ | 

" I have been reading W. F. S • • (brother tu ,1 
the other of the name) tilt now, and I can mate out 
nothing. He evidently shows a great power » I 
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t strokes of the pen, bj 
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xtrds, but there is nothing to be taken hold o£ He 

like Ha^litt, in English, who taUis pimples — a red 

■id white corruption rising up (in little imitation 

f mountains upon maps), but coutaining nothing, 

end discharging nothing, except their own humours. 

"I dislike him the worse, (that ia, S " •,) because 

.-:€ always seems upon the verge of meaning ; and, lo, 

e goes down like sunset, or melts like a rainbow, 

saving a rather rich confusion, — to which, however, 

he above comparisons do too much honour. 

" Continuing to read Mr. F. S ■ •- He is not 
Mich a fool as I took him for, that is to say, when be 
fieaks of the North. But still be speaks of things 
f^ over the world with a kind of authority that a 
.jbilosopher would disdain, and a man of common 
^ense, feeling, and knowledge of his own ignorance, 
Tould be ashamed of. The man is evidently wanting 
,jo make an impression, like his brother, — or like 
_George in tlie Vicar of Wakefield, who found out 
_that all the good things had been said already on 
the right side, and therefore ■ dressed up some 
paradoxes' upon the wrong side — ingenious, but 
false, as he himself says — to which ' the learned 
world said nothing, nothing at all, sir. ' The ■ learned 
' world,' however, has said something to the brothers 
S". 

" It is high time to think of something else. 
What they say of the antiquities of the North is 
best 

'> January S9. ISSI. 

" Yesterday, the woman of ninety-five years of age 
was with me. She said her eldest son (if now alive) 
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would have been Beventy. She is thin — shortilii 
active — hears, and sees, and talks incessant)! 
Several teeth left — all in the lower jaw, and wf 
float teeth. She is very deeply wrinkled, and h 
a sort of scattered grey beard over her chhil 
least as long as my mustachios. Her head, it 
resembles the drawing in crayons of Pope the pMi 
mother, which is in some editions of his workt. 

" I forgot to ask her if she remembered Alben 
(legate here), but will ask her next time. Gaveit 
a louis — ordered her a new suit of clothes, and[« 
her upon a weekly pension. Till now, she 
worked at gathering wood and pine-nuts in 
forest, — pretty work at ninety-five years old! 
had a dozen children, of whom some are alive. He u 
name is Maria Montanari. 

" Met a company of the sect {a kind of Libd 
Ciub) called tlie ' Americani ' in the forest, i 
armed, and singing, with all their might, in Rora 
nuole — ' Sem tutti soldat' per la liberta' (' we i 
all soldiers for liberty'). They cheered me ai 
passed — I returned their salute, and rode on. T 
may show the spirit of Italy at present. 

" My to-day's journal consists of what I omill 
yesterday. To-day was much as usual. Have n 
ther a better opinion of the writings of the Schlegcb I 
than 1 had four-and-twenty hours ago ; and ml I 
md it still further, if possible. 

" They say that the Piedmontese have at lengll I 
risen — fo ira I 

" Read S " •. Of Dante he says, ' that at H 
time has the greatest and most national of all I 



Italian poets ever been much the favourite of his 
coon try men.' 'Tis false I There have been more 
editors and commentatora (and imitators, ultimalely) 
1^ Dante than of all their poets put together. Not 
t favourite I Why, they talk Dante — write Dante 
-und think and dream Dante at this moment (1S21) 
to an excess, which would be ridiculous, but that he 
deserves it. 

" In the same atyle this German talks of gondolas 
00 the Amo — a precious fellow to dare to speak of 
Italy I 

•' He says also that Dante's chief defect is a want, 
in a word, of gentle feelings. Of gentle feelings! — 
and Francesca of Rimini — and the father's feelings 
bUgolino — and Beatrice — and 'LaPia!' Why, 
there is gentleness in Dante beyond all gentleness, 
vlien be is tender. It is true that, treating of the 
Christian Hades, or Hell, there is not much scope 
or site for gentleness — but who hut Dante could 
liive introduced any ' gentleness' at all into Heli? 
Inhere any in Milton's? No — and Dante's Heaven 
it all love, and glory, and majesty. 

" One o'clock, 

" 1 have found out, however, where the German 
i*right — it is about the Vicar of Wakefield. ' Of 
ill romances in miniature (and, perhaps, this is the 
best shape in which romance can appear) the 
Vicar of Wakefield is, I think, the most exquisite.' 
He thinks I — he might be sure. But it is very well 
fw a S " •. I feel sleepy, and may as well get me 
to bed To-morrow there will be fine weather. 

" ' Tr\M OD, and think to-morrow will repay.' 
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" Januiuy SO. 1821. 

" The Count P. G. this evening (by commiEsioD 
from the (?.) transmitted to me the new words far 
the next six months. • • * and • • •. The aew 
lacredword is »*• — the reply " •• — the rejoinder 
* " •. The former word (now changed) was * » *— 
there is also "•• — •*'.-(■ Things seem fast 
coming to a crisis — fa ira ! 

" We talked over various matters of moment and 
movement. These I omit; — if they come to any 
thing, they will speak for themselves. After tbesei 
we spoke of Kosciusko. Count R. G. told me ihU 
he has seen the Polish officers in the Italian war 
burst into tears on hearing his name. 

" Something must be up in Piedmont — all the 
letters and papers are stopped. Nobody knows any 
thing, and tlie Germans are concentrating near 
Mantua. Of the decision of Leybach nothing lb 
known. This state of things cannot last long. The 
ferment in men's minds at present cannot be con- 
• ceived without seeing it. 

" For several days I have not written any thing 
except a few answers to letters. In momentary 
expectation of an explosion of some kind, it is ilot 
easy to settle down to the desk for the higher kinds 
of composition. 1 amid do it, to be sure, for, last 
summer, I wrote my drama in the very bustle of 
Madame la Contesse G.'s divorce, and all its process 

t In the original MS. tbese wakh-words are blolted over 
M) U Id be illegible. 
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if accompaniments. At the same time, I aleo had 
ie news of the loss of an important lawsuit in 
Gogland. But theee were only private and personal 
lusiness ; the present is of a different nature. 

" I suppose it is this, but have some suspicion 
that it may be laziness, which prevents me from 
irriting ; especially as Eochefoucalt says that ' lazi- 
ness often masters them all ' — speaking of the 
paitions. If this were true, it could hardly be said 
that ' idleness is the root of all evil,' since this is 
nipposed to spring from the passions only : ergo, 
that which niasters all the passions (laziness, to wit) 
would in BO much be a good. Who knows? 

" Midnighi. 

" I have been reading Grimm's Correspondence. 
He repeats frequently, in speaking of a poet, or a 
nun of genius in any department, even in music, 
(Gretry, for matance,) that he nmst have ' une ame 
^ re tourmente, un esprit violent,' How far this 

j KBybe true, I know not ; but if it were, I should be 
> poet ' per eccellenza ;' for I have always had 

I 'line ame,' which not only tormented itself but 
• «ery body else in contact with it ; and an ' esprit 
'itfeot,' which has almost left me witliout any 
't^rit' at all. As to defining what a poet should 
••e, it is not worth while, for what are theij worth ? 
"hat have they done ? 

" Grimm, however, is an excellent critic and 
literary historian. His Correspondence form the 
iMiala of the literary part of that age of France, 
•iUi much of her politics ; and, still more, of her 
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■ way of life.' He ie as valuable, and &r ma 
entertaining than Muratori or Tiraboschi — I hi ^^ 
almost said, than Ginguene — but there we ihooU 
pause. However, 'tis a great man in its line. 
" Monsieur St. Lambert has 

" ' Et larsqu'd ees regards la lunu^ eM ravie, 
II D'a plus, en tnourant, k perdre que la rie. ' 

This is, word for word, Thomaon's 



d djiDg, all we t 



1 tesigri U breuli,' 



without the smallest aclcnowledgnient from the Lot- 
rainer of a poet. M. St. Lambert is dead as a' 
and (for anything I know to the contrary) damned, 
as a poet, by this time. However, hia Seasons have 
good things, and, it may be, some of his own. 



" I have been considering what can be the reasoD , 
why I always wake, at a certain hour in the morn- 
ing, and always in very bad spirits — I may say, in 
actual despair and despondency, in all respects — 
even of that vhich pleased me over night. In 
about an hour or two, this goes off, and I compose 
either to sleep again, or, at least, to quiet. In 
England, five years ago, I had the same kind of 
hypochondria, but accompanied with so violent a 
thirst that I have drank as many as fifteen bottles 
of soda-water in one nigbt, ailer going to bed, and 
been still thirsty — calculating, however, some lost 
Irom the bursting out and effervescence and over- 
flowing of tlie soda-water, in drawing the corks, or 
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ttriking off the necks of the bottles from mere thirsty 
impatieoce. At present, I have not the thirst; but 
the depression of spirits is no less violent. 

" I read in Edgewurth'a Memoirs of something 
BLmilar (except that his tiiirst expended itself on 
mall beer) in the case of Sir F. B. Dekval ; — hut 
then he was, at least, twenty years older. What is 
It? — liver? In England, Le Man (the apothecary) 
cared me of the thirst in three days, and it had 
lasted as many years. I suppose that it is all hypo- 
dioDdria. 

" What I feel most growing upon me are laziness, 
ud a disrelish more powerful than indifference. If 
I rouse, it is into fury, I presume that I shall end 
(ifnot earlier by accident, or some such termination! 
like Swift — ' dying at top.' I confess I do not eon- 
tenplate this with so much horror as he apparently 
did for Eome years before it happened. But Switl 
bad hardly begtm life at the very period (thirty- 
three) when I feel quite an old sor/ of feel. 

■ Oh 1 there is an organ playing in the street—a 
nltz, too I I must leave off to listen. They are 
}ltjmg a waltz which I have heard ten thousand 
times at the balls in London, between 1812 and 
Wis. Music is a strange thing, • 

* la lliis linie incidenl of the music in tha bCtecU thua 
iHAiiig to suddenly upon the tiervu uf uiuiiior)', and calliDg 
•^hi* mind from ita dark bodiDgs to a recollection of years 
appicit, perhaps, of his whole life, there it 
Ibat BppcuTB lo me peculiarly affecting. 

Vol. v. II 
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Fcbraarj S. IBSl. 

" At last, ' the kilo's in a low.' The Germaiu are 
ordered to march, and Italy b, for the ten thousandth 
time, to become a field of battle. Last night ive 

"This afternoon — Count P. G. came to me » 
consult upon divers matters. We rode out together. 
They have sent off to the C. for orders. To-morrow 
the decision ought to arrive, and then something: 
will be lione. Returned — dined — read — wentout 
— talked over matters. Made a purchase of same 
arms for the new enrolled American!, who ore all oo 
tiptoe to march. Gave order for some harness asA 
portmanteaus necessary for the liorses. 

" Read some of Bowles's dispute about PopR 
with all tlie replies and rejoinders. Perceive thiL 
my name has been lugged into the controversy, but 
have not time to state what I know of the sul^eii 
On some 'piping day of peace' it is probable thsti 

" Before dinner wrote a little ; also, before I rode 
out. Count P. G, called upon me, to let me know the 
result of the meeting of tlie C. at F. and at B, • • 
returned late last night. Every thing was combined 
imder tlie idea that the Barbarians would pass the 
Po on the 15th inst. Instead of this, from some pre- 
fious information or otherwise, tiiey have hastened 
their march and actually passed two days ago; W 
that all that can be done at present in Uomagua it, 
to stand on the alert and wait for the advance of the 
Neapolitans. Every thing was ready, and the Nea- 
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politans had sent on their own instructions and inten- 
tkmsy all calculated for the tenth and eleventhy on 
wfaidi days a general rising was to take place, under 
the supposition that the Barbarians could not ad- 
vance before the 15th. 

** As it is» they have but fifty or sixty thousand 
troops, a number with which they might as well 
attempt to conquer the world as secure Italy in its 
present state. The artillery marches last, and alone, 
and there is an idea of an attempt to cut part of 
them off. All this will much depend upon the first 
iteps of the Neapolitans. Here, the public spirit is 
excellent, provided it be kept up. This will be seen 
by the event. 

** It is probable that Italy will be delivered from 
the Barbarians if the Neapolitans will but stand firm, 
and are united among themselves. Here they ap- 
pearso. , 

« February 10. 1821. 

** Day passed as usual — nothing new. Barbarians 
atiU iu march — not well equipped, and, of course, 
iMtwell received on their route. There is some 
talk of a commotion at Paris. 

** Rode out between four and six — finished my 
letter to Murray on Bowles's pamphlets — added 
poiticript. Passed the evening as usual — out till 
cicTen — and subsequently at home. 

« February 11. 1821. 

"Wrote — had a copy taken of an extract from Pe- 
trarch's Letters, with reference to the conspiracy of 
lie Doge, M. Faliero, containing the poet's opinion 

H 2 
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of the matter. Heard a heavy firing of cannon 
towards Comaccltio — the BorbarianE rejoicbg for 
their principal pig's birthday, which is to-morrw— 
or Saint day — I forget which. Received a ticlat 
for the first ball to-morrow. Shall not go to tbs 
first, but intend going to the eecond, as alfio to tlie 
Veglioni. 

" February 13. IBSl, 

" To-day read a little in Louis B.'b Hollande, but 
have written nothing since the completion of tin 
letter on the Pope controversy. Politics are quil^ 
misty for the present. The Barbarians still i^ 
their march. It is not easy to divine what tba 
Italians will now do. 

" Was elected yesterday ' Socio' of the Canind 
ball society. Tliis is the fifth carnival that I ha« 
passed. In the four former, I racketed a good deaL 
In the present, I have been as sober as Lady Grws 
herself. 

" Febnmrj 14. l«l. 

'' Much as usual. Wrote, before riding out, psrt 
of a scene of' Sardanapalus.' The first act nearly 
finished. The rest of the day and evening as beftn 
— partly without, in conversazione — partly ^ 



" Heard the particulars of the late fray at Ru« 
a town not far ^om this. It is exactly the fact ti 
Romeo and Giulietta — not Romeo, as the Barbarian 
writes it. Two families of Contadini (peasants) an 
at feud. At a ball, the younger part of the famille 
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ferget their quarrel, and dance together. An old 
tun of one of them enters, and repft-veB the young 
wen for dancing with the females ^t' the opposite 
lamily. Tlie male relatives of the latter resent this. 
Both partiei rush home and arm themselTjES. They 
meet directly, by moonJight, in the public u'ay, and 
C^t it out. Three are killed on the spot,'iind six 
voundeJ, mo6t of them dangerously, — pretty. ~ivell 
for two families, methinks — and all _/act, of the la^i 
week. Anotlier assassination has taken place at 
Cetenna, — in all about forty in Rumagna witliin the 
lut three months. These people retain much of the 
middle ages. 

" February 15. 1821. 

" Last night finished the first act of Sardanapalus. 
To-night, or to-morrow, I ought to answer letters. 

" February IG. 1821. 

" Last night 11 Conte P. G. sent a man with a bag 
ftU iri* bayonets, some muskets, and some hundreds 
of cartridges to my house, without apprizing me, 
though I had seen him not half an hour before. 
About ten days ago, when there was to he a rising 
here, the Liberals and my brethren C'. asked roe to 
pnrchase some arms for a certain few of our raga- 
muffins. I did so immediately, and ordered ammu- 
aition, &c. and they were armed accordingly. Well 
— the rising is prevented by the fiarharians marching 
a week sooner than appointed ; and an order is 
imied, and in force, by the Government, ' that all 
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persons having arms concealed, &c. &c. Bfaall be 
liable to,' &c.''ftc." — and what do my friends, the 
patriots, do-Wo.days afterwards ? Why, they throw 
back upOB my hands, and Into my house, these veiy 
arms (^Ufiout a word of warning previously) wilii 
whick'iiliad furnished them at their own request, 
and army own peril and expense. 

'"-It was lucky that Lega was at home to receive 

. Aettf. If any of the servants had (except Tits and 

■..Rand Lega) they would have betrayed it inunedi- 

^."-ately. In the mean time, if they are denouncedw 

./diacorered, I shall he in a scrape. 

" At nine went out — at eleven returned. Beat 
the crow for stealing the falcon's victuals. Read 
'Tales of my Landlord' — wrote a letter — and 
mixed a moderate beaker of water with other 
ingredients. 

" The news are that the Neapolitans have broken 
a bridge, and slain four pontifical carabiniers, whilk 
carahiniers wished to oppose. Besides the disre- 
spect to neutrality, it is a pity that the first blood 
fhed in this German quarrel should be Italian. 
However, the war seems begun in good earnest : for, 
if the Neapolitans kill the Pope's carabiniers, they 
will not be more delicate towards the Barbarians. 
If it be even so, in a short time ' tlmre will be news 
o' thae craws,' as Mrs. Aiison Wilson says of Jenny 
Blane'g 'unco cockemony' in the ' Tales of myLand- 

"la turning over Grimm's Correspondence to-dayi 



Jund a thought of Tom Moore's 
luia to a. female Laplander. 



FoQt la ZonB bri^lante/ 

I is Moore's, 

' And IhrMC ejHi make m; climate, wherever I roam.' 

I am sure that Moore never saw it ; for this 
published in Grimm's CorrespoDdence in 1813, 
I knew Moore's by heart in 1812. There is 
another, but an antithetical coincidence — 



Vtbe. 



' L« <>oldl lull 



is prb des Cbristi 



verted, of the last stanza of the 
id on Charlotte Lynes, given in Miss Seward's 
noirs of Darwin, which is pretty — I quote from 
QOry of these last fifteen years, 



And Ihink. even then, 
He loo soon came again, 
To diilurb me witli far Charlotte Lynes.' 

To-day I have had no communication with my 
Iwnari cronies; but, in the mean time, my lower 
Itaeuts are fiill of their bayonets, fusils, cart- 
M 4 
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ridges, and what not. I suppose that they consider 

mc se a depot, to be sacrificed, in case of acddentii 

It is no great matter, suppoBing that Ita]y could b( 

liberated, who or what is sacrificed. It is a grant 

object — the 'very poetry of politics. Only tliink— » 

free Italy ! ! 1 Why, there has been nothiog like tt 

I Bince the days of Augustus. I reckon the times rf 

I CKsar (Julius) free ; because the comnaotlona left 

I eTery body a side to take, and the parties were 

pretty equal at the set out. But, afterwards, it »si 

all prsetorian and legionary business — and siacel— 

s shall see, or, at least, some will see, what cafd 

ill turn up- It is best to hope, even of the bope- 

less. The Dutch did more than these fellows hive 

to do, in the Seventy Years' War. 



" February 19. 18SL 

" Came home solus — very high wind — lightning 
P- — moonshine — solitary stragglers muffled in cloain 
—women in mask — white houses — clouds harry- 
ing over the sky, like spilt milk blown out of tlw 
pail—altogether very poetical. It ia still blowiif 
^^ hard — the tiles flying, and the house rocking — 
^^ rain splashing — lightning flashing — quite a fine 
^^B Swiss Alpine evening, and the sea roaring in the 
^^P distance. 

" Visited — conversazione. All the women fright- 
eued by the squall : they won't go to the niasquETsde 
because it lightens— the pious reason ! 

1" Still blowing away. A. has sent me some newi 
»o-day. Tile war approaches nearer and nearer. 
Oil those scoundrel sovereigns I Let us but ««e 
u J 



tlisn beaten — let the Neapolitans but have the 
pluck of the Dutch of old, or the Spaniartb of now, 
or of the German Protestants, the Scotch Presby' 
lenans, tlie Swiss under Tell, or the Greeks under 
Tbemistocles — idl small and solitary nations (ex- 
cept the Spaniards and German Lutherans), and 
there is yet a resurrection for Italy, and a hope for 
the world. 

" February 50. 1891. 

" The news of the day are, that the Neapolitans 
are full of energy. The public spirit here is certainly 
well kept up. The ' Americani ' (a patriotic society 
Iwre, an under branch of the ' Carbonari') give a 
dinner in the Forest in a few days, and have invited 
UK, Bfi one of the C It is to be in the Foreit of 
Boccado's and Dryden's ' Huntsman's Ghost ;' and, 
■!ven if I had not the same political feelings, (to say 
nothing of my old convivial turn, which every now 
ud then revives,) I would go as a poet, or, at least, 
ntlover of poetry. I shall expect to see the spectre 
rf'Ostasio* degliOnesti* (Dryden has turned him 
into Guido Cavalcanti — an essentially diHerent 
perwin, as may be found in Dante) come ' thunder- 
ing for his prey ' in the midst of the festival. At 
"ly rale, whether he does or no, I will get as tipsy 
"id patriotic as possible. 
" Withm these few days I have read, but not 

"ritten. 
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" FcbruKry 21. 

" As usual, rode — visited, &c Business 
to thicken. The Pope has printed a declaratka 
against the patriots, who, he says, meditate arisit^i 
The consequence of all this will be, that, 
night, the whole country will be up. The prfr 
clamation is not yet published, but printed, retif 
for distribution, • • sent me a copy privately— 
a sign (hat he does not know what to think. Wlifii' 
he wants to be well with the patriots, he sends K 
me some civil message or other. 

" For my own part, it seems to me, that 
but the most decided success of the Barbarians cm 
prevent a general and immediate rise of the whde 
nation. 

" Febniarj ac. ISil 

" Almost ditto with yesterday — rode, Sic — 
visited — wrote nothing — read Roman History. 

" Had a curious letter from a fellow, who infoma 
me that tlie Barbarians are ill-disposed towards me. 
He is probably a spy, or an impostor. But be it eft 
even as he says. They cannot bestow their hoatQiiy 
on one who loathes and execrates them more thu 
I do, or who will oppose their views with more leA 
when the opportunity offers. 



" Rode, &C. as usuaj. The secret intelligence 
arrived this morning from the frontier to the C. i> 
as bad as possible. The plan has missed — the 
Chiefs are betrayed, military, as well as civil — and 
the Neapolitans not only have not moved, but have 
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dedared to the P. government, and to the Barbarians, 
that they know DOthing of the matter 1 1 ! 

" Thus the world goes ; and thus the Italians are 
tltrays lost for lack of union among themselves. 
What is to be done here, between the two fires, and 
cut off from the N". frontier, is not decided. My 
CI[Haion was, — better to rise than be talien in detail; 
but how it wili be settled now, I cannot tell. Mes- 
Bengerg are despatched to the delegates of the other 
cities to learn their resolutions. 

" 1 always had an idea tliat it would be bungled; 
but was willing to hope, and am so still. Whatever 
I can do by money, means, or person, I will venture 
freely for their freedom ; and have so repeated to 
them (some of the Chiefs here) half an hour ago. I 
hire two thousand five hundred scudi, better than 
fire hundred pounds, in the house, which I offered 
lob^n with. 

" FubruHfy 2S. 1831 

" Came home — my head aches — plenty of newF, 
l)ut too tiresome to set down. 1 have neither read 
nur written, nor thought, but led a purely animal 
life all day, I mean to try to write a page or two 
before I go to bed. But, as Squire Sullen says, ' My 
licad ftcfaes consumedly : Scrub, bring me a dram'.' 
Oiank some Imola wine, and some punch. 
" Log-hook continued.* 

" February 27. ISST. 

"Iliave been a day without continuing the log, 
Wause I could not find a blank booL At length 1 
nuUected this. 

* Jn uiutlier paper-hook. 
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" Rode, &c. — dined — wrote down an addidooil ' 
stanza for the 5tli canto of D. J. which I had ci 
posed in bed this morning. Visited [Arnica. 
are invited, on the night of the Veglione (next Do- 
meiiica) with the Marchesa Clelia Cavalli and tlie 
Countess Spinelli Husponi. I promised I 
Last night there was a row at the bail, of which I 
am a ' socio.' The Vice-l^ate had the imprudcitt 
insolence to introduce Oiree of his 
— witkout ticheCt, too I and in spite of rem ons trance* 
The consequence was, that the young men of &t 
ball took it up, and were near throwing the Vice- 
legate out of the window. H' 
scene, withdrew, and he after them. His reverence 
Monsignore ought to know, that these are not ti 
for the predominance of priests over decorum. Tw 
minutes more, two steps farther, and the whole dtf 
would have been in arms, and the govemmait 
driven out of it. . J 

" Such is the spirit of the day, and these felkwi 
appear not to perceive it Ab far as the simple 
fact went, the young men were right, servants being 
prohibited always at these festivals. 

" Yesterday wrote two notes on the ' Bowles snd 

Pope' controversy, and sent them off to Murray by 

the post. The old woman whom I relieved in ll<e 

forest (she is ninety-four years of age) brought me 

two bunches of violets. ' Nam vita gaudet mottoi 

floribus.' I was much pleased with the present. An 

1^ \ English woman would have presented a pair » 

jf ' worsted stockings, at least, in the month of Fd)fO" 

(j^ ary. Both excellent things ; but the former ai 



i]er are idui' ■ 



degant The present, qt this season, reminds o 
jKkdj'a stanza, omitted from hia elegy: — 



The red-breast loves to baild and warble here, 
And lillle footsteps lightly print the ground.' 

At fine a stanza as any in his elegy. I wonder that 
he could have the heart to omit it. 

" Last night I suffered horribly — from an indi- 
gestion, I believe, I never sup — that is, never at 
borne. But, last night, I was prevailed upon by the 
Countess Gamba's persuasion, and the strenuous 
euniple of her brother, to swallow, at supper, a 
qoaotity of boiled coeltles, and to dilute them, not 
reluctantly, with some Imola wine. When I came 
hone, apprehensive of the consequences, I awal- 
Wed three or four glasses of spirits, which men 
{ihe venders) call brandy, rum, or hollands, but 
which Gods would entitle spirits of wine, coloured 
w sugared. Ail was pretty well till I got to bed, 
*ben I became somewhat swollen, and considerably 
'nliginous. I got out, and mixing some Boda- 
{lowders, ilrank them off. This brought on tempo- 
nry relief. I returned to bed ; bat grew sick and 
lorry once and again. Took more soda-water. At 
Iwt I fell into a dreary sleep. Woke, and was ill all 
ofly, till I had galloped a few miles. Qucy — was 
it the cockles, or what I took to correct them, that 
caused the commotion ? I think both. I remarked 
n my illness the complete inertion, inaction, and 
deeiruclion of my chief mental faculties. 1 tried 
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lo rouse tliem, and yet could not — and this u A 
Soul ! ! ! I should believe that it was married to ft 
body, if tliey did not sympathise so much -9 
other. If the one rose, when the other fell, it wotdil 
be a sign that they longed for the natural state of 1 
divorce. But as it is, they seem to draw togethir | 
like post-horses. 

" Let us hope the best — it is Ihe grand poi- I 



During the two months comprised in this Joll^| 
nal, some of the Letters of the foUowing se 
written. The reader must, therefore, be prepared i 
to find in them occasional notices of the si 
of events. 

I.BPrEK404. TO MR. MOORE. 



" Your entering into my project for the Memoir 
is pleasant to me. But I doubt (contrary ti 
dear Mad' Mac F • •, whom I always loved, 
always shall — not only because I really did feel at- 
tached to her persona^, but because she and about I 
a dozen others of that seit were all who stuck hj 
rae in the grand conflict of 1815)~but I doubt,! 
say, whether the Memoir could appear in my life- 
time ; and, indeed, I had rather it did not ; for a 
man always looks dead aaer his Life has appeared, 
and I should certes not survive the appearance of 
mme. The first part I cannot consent to alter, even 
althoueh Mad', de S.'s opinion of B. C. and mj 
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remarks upon Lady C.'s beauty (which is surely 
great, and I auppoae that I have said so — at least, 
ought) should go down to our grandchildren in 
vnsophisticatL'd nakedness. 

^s to Madame de S ■ *, I am by no means 
bound to be her beadsman — ahe was always more 
to me in person than during roy absence. 
Our dew defunct friend, M ■ • L • • t, who was 

t Of this ePOlle™". the following notice occurs in llie 
" Detached Thoughts i" — " L • • wns a good man, a clevtr 
BU, but a bore. My only revenge or consolstion used to be 

Iwm BBpecisJi)', — Madame de S — or H — , for eiam[)le. 
Btn I liked L • • ; he was a jewel of a man, had ho been 
beuer Kt; — Idon't mean persona^, but It^u liresome, for 
be ffss ledioilJ, as well as eonlradictory 1o cvi^ry thitig and 
eitt; body. Being short-sighted, when we used to ride out 
Hfetbn nesT the Brenta in the twilight m summer, he made 
»>« go 4^™, to irilol him; I am alisunt at limes, especially 
Mouds evening 1 and the consequence of this pilotage waa 
Kale narrow cuapes to the M * * on horseback. Once 1 led 
^ Mis a ditch OTer which I had parsed as usual, forgetting 
W Him my convojj unce I led him nearly into the riter, 
■Mead of on the moveablt biidgc which incommodes passen. 
ptii and twice did we both run against the Diligence, which, 
ta>g heavy and slow, did ctimmunicate less damage than it 
tctiied in its Irndera, who were teiTaficd by the diarge ; 
Wee did I lose him in the grey of the gloaming, and was 

. MIged ID bring-to to his distant signals of distance and dis- 
HMj— all the time he went on talking without intermission, 

', fcflieirM a man of many words. Poor fellow! he died a 



I 



ew riches -of 


second visit to Jamaica. 


I'd give the land 


of Deloraine 


Dork Musgrave 


were alive again!' 




IIS 

'«' great a K__ 

"">r. .hat , ?*^». 

' "'' th,, *•*« 



MI. LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 1]S 

"Now, if Madame de B. has a parrot, it had better 
rtie taught a French parody of the ESme sounds. 

" With regard to our purposed Journal, I will calf 
lit That you please, but it should be a newspaper, 
■ s it pay. We can call it ' The Harp," if you 
lOce — or any thing. 

" I feel exactly as you do about our ' art •,' but 
t comes over me in a kind of rage every now and 
ben, like • • • *, and then, if I don't write to 
Inpty my mind, I go mad. As to that regular, 
tnsitfrrupted love of writing, which you describe 
n your friend, I do not understand it. I feel it as 
I torture, which I must get rid of, but never as a 
tieasure. On tlie contrary, I think composition a 
[reat pain. 



' The following paisage from the letter of mine, to whidi 
twibovewKB an answer, will best eiplain what follows: — 
' With iHpect to the newspaper, il is odd enotigh that Lord 
* • • • «nd myself had been (about a week or two before I 
MJTed your leuer) apeculating upon your assisUnce in a 
dan Kxnewbat similar, but more literary and less regulatly 
^d^cal in its appearance. Lord " ", as you will set by hii 
Mllnne of Essaja, if it reaches you, has a very sly, dry, and 
f^j my of putting sound truths, upon polities and manners, 
lid whatEver scheme we adupt, he will be a very useful and 
Vim tUj in it, as he has a plessuje in writing quite in- 
lODcnrable to a poor hack scribe like me, who always fe«l, 
bout my art, as the French husband did when he found n 
Mn making love to his (the Frenchman's) wife ; — ' Com- 
Knl, Monsieur, — sans y Btre atiigi I ' When I say this, 
lowever, I mean it only of the eiecutiic part of writing ; fat 
be iin^ning, the shadowing out of the future work 16, 1 own, 
delidouB fool's paradise." 

voL.y I 
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" I wish you to think serioualy of the i 
Bcheme — for I am as serious as one can be, .(j 
world, about any thing. As to matters hnc^'l 
are high and mighty — but not for paper, 
much about the state of things betwixt Cain tl 
Abel. There is, in fact, no law or governmeutfl 
ail ; and it is wonderful how well things go at 
out them. Excepting a few occasional rai 
(every body killing whomsoever he pleases, ■ 
being killed, in turn, by a triend, or relative, of dj 
defunct,) there is as quiet a society w 
Carnival as can be met with in a tour 1 
Europe. There is nothing like habit i 

" 1 shall remain here tilt May or June, and, 
' honour comes unlooked for,' we may perhaps ml 
in France or England, within the year. 

" Yours, &c 

" Of course, I cannot explain to you existing d 
cumstances, as they open all letters. 

" Will you set rae right about 
'Champs Elys^es? ' — are they '6s'or 'Ses'J 
the adjective ? I know nothing of French, beu) 
all Italian. Though I can read and undersi 
French, I never attempt to speak it ; for I hale i 
From the second part of the Memoirs cut whu fi 
please." 

Lm<B405. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Rarennn, Jinuat? 4. 

" I just see, by the papers of Galignani, that th< 
is a new tragedy of great expectation, by Bait 
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[wnwall. Of what I have read of his works I liked 
le Dramatic Sketches, but thought his Sicilian 
\Kay and Marcian Colonna, in rhyme, quite spoilt, 
^ I know not what affectation of Wordsworth, and 
loore, and myself, all mixed up into a kind of chaos. 
think him very likely to produce a good tragedy, if 
p keep to a natural style, and not play tricks to 
pm harlequinades for an audience- As he (Barry 
pnwall is not his true name) was a schoolfellow of 
tne, I take more than common interest in his suc- 
pti and ahail be glad to hear of it speedily. If I 
M been aware that he was in that line, I should 
»e spoken of him in the preface to Marino Faliero. 
le will do a world's wonder if he produce a great 
■gedy. I an), however, persuaded, that this is not 
^be done by following the old dramatists, — who 
e fiiU of gross faults, pardoned only for the beauty 
r language, — but by writing naturally and 
arly, and producing regular tragedies, like the 
; but not in imUation, — merely the outline 
conduct, adapted to our own times and cir- 
nstances, and of course no chorus. 

1 will laugh, and say, ' Why don't you do 
' I have, you see, tried a sketch in Marino 
ero ; but many people think my talent ' eisen- 
TidraTaaHc,' and I am not at all clear that they 
right. If Marino Faliero don't fall — in the 
- 1 shall, perhaps, try again (but not for the 
ind, as I think (hat love is not the principal 
ar tragedy (and yet most of ours turn upon 
will not find me a popular writer. Unless 
, furious, criminal, and hapless, it ought not 
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to make a tragic subject. ^Vlle^ it is meld 
maudlin, it does, but it ought not to do ; ' 
for the gallery and second-price boxes. 

" If you want to have a notion of what I^ 
ing, take up a translaiion of any of the C 
diuns. If I said the original, it would be an b 
presumption of mine ; but the translatioE 
inferior to the originals, that I think I r 
Then judge of the ' simphcity of plot,* 
not judge nie by your old mad dramatists, i 
like drinking usquebaugh and then provinj^a 
tain. Yet after all, I suppose that you do J^ 
that spirits is a nobler element than a 
bubbling in the sun ? and this I take to be \ 
ference between the Greeks and those tui 
tebanks — always excepting Ben Jonaon, ^ 
scholar and a classic. Or, take u| 
Alfieri, and try the interest, &c. of these tn^ 
tempts in the old line, by him in £nglish; 'i 
tell me feirly youi opinion. But don't 
by YOUR OWN old or tiew tailors' yards. 
easy as intricate confusion of plot and i 
Centlivre, in comedy, has ten times the hitdai 
grem; but are tliey to be compared? and yet 4 
droTe Congreve from the theptre." 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Ravenna, January 19. IH 

" Yours of the 29th ultimo hath arrived. 
really and seriously request that you will b 
Messrs. Harris or EHiston to let the Doge a 
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inot an acting play ; it will not serve t^r purpose ; 
will destroy t/oars (the sale) ; and it will distress 
It is not courteous, it is hardly even gentle- 
inly, to persbt in tiib appropriation of a man's 
ings to their mountebanks. 
I have already sent you by last post a sliort pro- 
it* to the public (against this proceeding) ; in cose 
(Aey persist, which I trust that they will not, 
a must then publish it in the newspapers. I shall 
let them off with that only, if they go on ; but 
^ a longer appeal on that subject, and state what 
the injustice of their mode of behaviour. It 
hard that I should have all the buffoons in Britain 
deal with — piratet who wili publish, and pUa^ers 
bo mill act — when there are thousands of worthy 
who can get neither bookseller nor manager for 



e a word about Galig- 
If you mean to use the two documents, do; 
not, bum them. 1 do not choose to leave them in 
IT one's possession : suppose some one found them 

ibe Ivtier nliicb enclosed this protest, nnd xhich has 
lilted It) aioid repetitions, he had subjoined a passage 
■ence's Anecdotes (p. 197. of Singer's edition), wliere 
\js, speskiriK of hinuelf, " I had taken such strong 
thing of that kind, from seeing how 
ueb ever; l)od; that did write Tor tlie stage was obliged to 



1.29. 



In tiw same paragraph, Pope is 
t acquunted with the lawn, I i 
ing for the stage, though solieilci 
iKHldpiuiicularly Betteiton." 






" After I h»d 
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without the letters, what would they think f i 
that / had been doing the opposite of what I il 
done, to wit, referred the whole thing to you — 
act of civility at least, which required saying, 
have received your letter.' I thought that J 
might have some hold upon those publicationi' 
this means ; to me it can be do interest onewaj 
the other. • 

, '' The third canto of Don Juan it ' dull,' but } 
^ust really put up wilh it : if the two first and I 
hco following are tolerable, what do you expa* 
I«rticularly as I neither dispute with you oi 
matter of criticism, nor as a matter of busim 

" Besides, what am I to understand? j 
Douglas Kinnaird, and others, write to me, thai th 
two first published cantos are among the beat ihtt 
ever wrote, and are reckoned so ; Augusta wril 
that they are thought 'exeerabU' (bitter word J 
for an author — eh, Murray?) as a com;j(Mt(iwiert 
and that she had heard so much against them t 
she would net;er read them, and never has. Be I 
as it may, I can't alter ; that is not my forte. 
you publish the three new ones without osteotat 
they may perhaps succeed. 

" Pray publish the Dante and the Pafci (th 
Propliecy of Dante, I mean). I look upon the Pidl 
as my grand performance.f The remainder of 



* Na furtliL'T step was ever taken in this BfTair ; 
cuntenla, which wcru of no use whatever, are, I helieie, tfSl 
Mr. Murray's posseBsion. 

f The lelf-will of Lord Byran was in do point i 
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' where be they ? Now, bring them all out 
e time, otherwise ' the variety ' jou 
pF.will be less obvious. 

in bad humour : some obstructions in busi- 

\ those plaguy trustees, who object to an 

^ous loan which I was to furnish to a noble- 

RmortgE^e, because his property is in Irelarid, 

e how a man is treated in his absence. 

I do come back, I will make some of those 

e dream of it »pm — or they or I shall go 



TO MR. MURRAY. 

" January 20. 1821. 

did not think to have troubled you with the 

Vflnd postage of a double letter this time, but 1 

t read in an Italian paper, ' That Lord 

ihae a tragedy coming out,' &c. &c. &c. and 

B Courier and Morning Chronicle, &c &c. 

; one another to pieces about it and 

V I do reiterate and desire, that every thing 



le delennlnation with which he thus persiBWd 

Ht^fing the preference to one or two woriig of his own which, 
a the ejn of sll other person^ were most decided failures. 
Or IMh class vaa the tTBnalation from Fulci, so frequently 
Hitioned by him, which appeared afterwards in the Liberal, 
aid which, Ihough tbu« rescued from the fate of remsining 
UD|nibU>hed, must for eier, T feai, submit to the doom of 
bdne unread. 



120 NOTICES OF THE If 

may be done to prevent it from coming out on t 
theatre, for which it never was designed, and 
which (in the present state of the stage of Londoa] 
it could never succeed. 1 have sent you m^ a;^ 
by last post, wliich you mtutpvblUh in caset^tieii, 
and I require you even in your own jiame (if 
honour is dear to yoi:) to declare that such repM 
senlation would be contrary to my wish and to 
judffmeHl. If you do oot wish to drive me i 
altogether, you will hit upon some way to 
this. 

" YOUTB, &t~ 

" P. S. I cannot conceive how Harris or Etli 
should be so insane as to tliink of acting Kbiiu 
Faliero ; they might as well act the Prometfaeiu dl 
.^acliylus. I speak of course Jiumbly, and with 
greatest sense of tlie distance of time and merit 
Iween the two performances ; but merely to shtnw 
the absurdity of the attempt. 1 

'* Tlie Italian paper speaks of a 'party against itf 
to be sure there would be a party. Can you inu— 
gine, tliat after having never flattered man, i»t 
beast, nor opinion, nor politics, there wo 
party against a man, who is also upopular writer j 









successful ? 
against." 



Wliy, all parties would be a 



Lerrei 408. TO MR. MURRAY. 

^ . " lUvenns, January SO. ISal , 

It Jiarris or Elliston persist, after the remoo- 
straoce wh.ch 1 desired you and Mr. KinMird to l 
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behalf, and which I hope will be sufE- 
f»ent — but if, I saj, lliey do persist, then I pray 
you to present in person tlie enclosed letter to the 
Lord Chamberlain : 1 have said in person, because 
otherwise I shall have neither answer nor knowledge 
that it has reached its address, owing to ' the inso- 
lence of office.' 

" 1 wish you would apeak to Lord Holland, and to 
all my friends and yours, to interest themselves in 
preventing this cursed attempt at representation. 

" God help me I at ihis distance, I am treated like 
a corpse or a fool by the few people that I thought I 
could rely upon ; and I loas a fool to think any better 
of them than of the rest of mankind. 

" Pray write. Yours, &c. 

" P. 5. I have nothing more at heart (that is, in 
literature) than t« prevent this drama from going 
upon the stage : in short, rather thun permit it, it 
must be »uppTe»sed alloget/ier, and ou\y forty eopits 
tinai offprivately for presents to my friends. What 
curst fools those speculatuig buffoons must be not to 
Me that it is unfit for their fair — or theu- booth ! " 



LwTtt 409. TO MR. MOORE. 

■' Ravernn, January 32. 1821. 

"Pray get well, I do not like your complaint. 
So, let me have a line to say you are up and doing 
ogain. To-day I am thirty-three years of age. 

" Through life's toad, Ac. Sic. * 



I 
I 



' Alreadj' give 



I 
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" Have jou heard that the ' Braziers' Company' 
have, or mean to present an ttddress at Branden- 
burgh House, ' in armour," and with all poBsible 
variety and splendour of brazen apparel ? 

" Tbe Bruiera, it teems sTE preparing 10 pass 

An address, and present it themselves all in brass — 
A superfluous pagesnl — for, by ihe Lord Harry, 
They'll find where they 're going much more than ihey car]. 

There's an Ode for jou, is it not ? — worthy 

" Of • " • •, the grand melaquiirical poet, 

A man at vast merit, though fen people know it ; 
The perusal of whom (as 1 told i/o» at Mestri) 
I owe, in great part, to my passion for pastry. 

" Mestri and Fusina are the < trajects, or cotniara 
ferries, ' to Venice ; but it waa from Fusina that you 
and I embarked, though ■ the wicked necessity ii 
rhyming ' has made me press Mestri into the voyagC' 

" So, you have had a book dedicated to you? 1 
am glad of it, and shall be very happy to see tht 
volume. 

" 1 am in a peck of troubles about a trt^dy i» 
mine, which is fit only for the (•••••) closet, 
and which it seems that the managers, assuming » 
rigM over published poetry, are determined to enact, 
whether I wUl or no, with their own alterations by 
Mr. Dibdm, I presume. I have written (o Murr^i 
to Uie Lord Chamberlain, and to others, to interfere 

,d preserve me from such on exhibition. I wsBl 
neither the impertinence of their hisses, nor tio 
insolence of their applause. I write only for tiie 
rtader. and care for notl.ing but the «&/,( approbs- 
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tionofthoBewhodoseone'B book with good humour 
sod quiet contentment. 

" Now, if you would also write to our friend Perry, 
iobegofbim to mediate with Harria and EUiston 
to forbear this intent, you will greatly oblige me. 
ilie jtlay is quite unfit for the stage, as a single 
glance will show them, and, I hope, has shown 
them; BDd, if it were ever so fit, I will never have 
Bnj thing to do willingly with the theatres. 

" Yours ever, in haste," &c. 



Limn 410. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, January 27. 1821. 

" I differ from you about the Dante, which I think 
should be published with the tragedy. But do as 
you please : you must be the best judge of your own 
craft. I agree with you about the title. The play 
may be good or bad, but I flatter myself that it is 
original as a picture of l/iat kind of passioD, which 
to my mind is so natural, that 1 am convinced that I 
ahould have done precisely what the Doge did on 
those provocations. 

" I am glad of Foscolo's approbation, 

" Excuse haste. I believe I mentioned to you 
that 1 forget what it was ; but no matter. 

" Thanks for your compliments of the year. I 
hope that it will be pleasanter than the last I 
apeak with reference to England only, as far as 
regards myself, where I had every kind of disap- 
pobtment ^lost an important law-suit — and the 
tniBlees of Lady Byron refusing to allow of an ad- 
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i loan to be made from my property to 
Lord BleBBuigtoD, &c. &c. by way of closing the four 
seasons. These, and a hundred other such things, 
made a year of bitter business for me in England 
Luckily, things were a little pleasanter for me hm, 
else I should have taken the liberty of Hannibal'i 
ring. 

■' Fray thank Gifford for all his goodnesses. The 
winter is as cold here as Parry's polarities. I moM 
now take a canter in the forest; my horses are 
waiting. 

" Yours ever and truly." 
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TO MR. MUKRAT. 



" R:iveDaa, Febnmiy 3. 1831. 

"Your letter of excuses has arrived. I receive the 
letter, but do not admit the excuses, except in cour- 
tesy ; as when a man treads on your toes and b^ 
jour pardon, the pardon is granted, but the joiot 
aches, especially if there be a corn upon it. How- 
ever, I shall scold you presently. 

" In the last speech of the Doge, there occurs (I 
think, from memory) the phrase 

" ' And Thou who makesl and aonmkett mus ; ' 

^kange this to 

" ' And Thou who fcindlesi and wlio qucncl.est suns ; 
that is to say, if the verse runs equally well, Boi 
>Ir. Gifford thinks the expression improved. Pray 
lave the bounty lo attend to this. You are grown 
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quite a minister of state. Mind if some of these 
days you are not thrown out. • ' will not be 
dways a Tory, though Johnson says the first Whig 
*aB the devil. 

" You have learnt one secret from Mr. Galignani'g 
(somewhat tardily ackoowledged) correspondence ; 
thia is, that an English autlior may dispose of his 
occlusive copyright in France — a fact of some con- 
•equence (in time cf peace), in the case of a popular 
*Titer. Kow I will tell you what you shall do, and 
take no advantage of you, though you were scurvy 
enough never to acknowledge my letter for three 
lionths. Offer Galignani the refusal of tlie copy- 
. '''ght in France ; if he refuses, appoint any book- 
seller in France you please, and I will sign any 
^aignment you please, and it shall never cost you a 
*Ob on my account. 

" Recollect that I will have nothing to do with it, 
Except as far as it may secure the copyright to your- 
self. I will have no bargain but with the English 
booksellers, and I desire no interest out of that 
Country. 

" Now, that's fair and open, and a little handsomer 
than your dodging sUence, to see what would come 
of it. You are an excellent fellow, mio caro Moray, 
but there is still a little leaven of Fleet Street about 
you now and then — a crum of the old loaf. You 
have no right to act suspiciously with me, for I have 
given you no reason. I shall always be frank with 
you ; as, fur instance, whenever you talk with the 
votaries of Apollo arithmetically, it should be in 
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guineas, not pounds — ^to poets, as well asphysici 
and bidders at auctions. 

" I shall say no more at this present, save thac^ 1 

" Yours, &c 
" P. S. If you venture, as you say, to Ravenna 
this year, I will exercise the rites of hospitality 
while you live, and bury you handsomely {thougb 
not in holy ground), if you get ' shot or slashed in a 
creagh or splore,' which are rather frequent here 0/ 
late among the native parties. But perhaps your 
visit may be anticipated ; 1 may probably come to 
your country ; in which case write to her Ladyship 
the duplicate of the epistle the King of France wrote 
to Prince John." 



LBniK412. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, Februarj Id. 1831. 

" In the month of March will arrive from Barcelona 
SignoT Curioni, engaged for the Opera. He is an 
acquaintance of mine, and a gentlemanly young 
man, high in his profession. I must request your 
personal kindness and patronage in his favour. Pray 
introduce him to such of the theatrical people, edi- 
tors of papers, and others, as may be usefril to him 
in his profession, publicly and privately. 

" The fifth is so far from being the last of Don 
Juan, that it is hardly the beginning. I meant to 
take him the tour of Europe, with a proper mixture 
of siege, battle, and adventure, and to make him 
finish as Ajiacharsis Cloots, in the French Revolution. 
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■ how many cantos this may extend, I know not, 
nor whether (even if I live) I shall complete it: but 
tnis was ray notion, I meant to have made him a 
cavalier Bervente in Italy, and a cause for a divorce 
11 England, and a sentimental ' Werter-faced man' 
in Germany, ao as to show the different ridicules of 
the society in each of those countries, and to have 
displayed him gradually ffdte and lilasi as he grew 
older, as is natural. But I had not quite fixed 
whether to make him end in hell, or in an unhappy 
marriage, not knowing which would be the severest: 
the Spanish tradition says hell: but it is probably 
ooly an allegory of the other state. You are now in 
possession of my notions on the subject. 

/" You say the Doge will not be popular : did I 

jTer write for popularity ? I defy you to show a 

^^mk of mine (except a tale or two) of a popular style 

y «r complexion. It appears to me that there is room 

/ *Or a different style of the drama ; neither a servile 

\ *Oilowing of the old drama, whjcii is a grossly 

I ^iToneouB one, nor yet too French, like those who 

Succeeded the older writers. It appears to me, that 

' ^ood English, and a severer approach to the rules, 

I ^ight combine something not dishonourable to our 

I literature. I have also attempted to make a play 

\ Without love ; and tliere are neither rings, nor mis- 

t^es, nor starts, nor outrageous ranting villains, nor 

Vnelodrame in it. All this will prevent its popularity, 

fcut does not persuade me that it is therefore faulty, 

"Whatever faults it has will arise from deficiency in 

the conduct, rather than in the conception, which is 

simple and severe. 
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" So gou ^iprammaiise upon my qtigram ? I iriil 
pay you for tiiat, mind if I don't, some day. Ineiet 
let any one ofF in the long run {who first %iw). 
Remember ■ • •, and see if I don't do you as good 
a turn. You unnatural publisher I whatl quizyom 
own authors ? you are a paper cannibal 1 

" In the Letter on Bowles (which I sent by Tues- 
day's post) after the words ' altempts had bM 
made' (alluding to the republication of ' Engiiili 
Bards'), add the words, ' in Ire/and;' for I beliwe 
that English pirates did not begin their attempts till 
after I had left England the second time. Pray 
attend to this. Let me know what you and your 
synod think on Bowles. 

" I did not think the second seal so bad; surdj 
it is far better than the Saracen's head with whidi 
you have sealed your last letter; the larger, in 
profile, was surely much better than tliat. 

" So Foscolo says he will get you a seal cut belter 
in Italy ? he means a throat— that is the only thing 
they do dexterously. The Arts— all but Canora'a, ] 
and Morghen's,and Ovid's (I don't nuan poetry),— 
are as low as need be : look at the seal which I ga»e 
to William Bankes, and own it. How came George 
Bankes to quote ' English Bards' in the House of 
Commons ? AH the world keep flingmg that poem 
ID my face. ■- o o r 

" Belzoni L 

. prettily ] 

NaX- TaVI' ^^ ^^--l-^ians are marching <m 
Naples, and ^ they lose a single battle, all Italy -iU 




bE up. It will be like the Spanish row, if they have 
«nj bottom. 

" ' Letters opened ? — to be sure they are, and 
ihil'fthe reason why I always put in my opinion of 
ibe German Austrian scoundrels. There is not an 
Italian who loathes them more than I do ; and what- 
ever I could do to scour Italy and the earth of their 
iilaoiDus oppression would be done con amore. 

" Yours," Sec. 

LnxER 413. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, February El. 1821. 

" tn the forty-fourth page, volume first, of Turner's 
Travels (which you lately sent mo), it is stated that 
' Wd Byron, when lie expressed such confidence 
"fils practicability, seems to have forgotten that 
Leander swam both ways, with and against the 
*"iEi whereas Ae (Lord Byron) only performed the 
^Mieat part of the task by swimming with it from 
Europe to Asia.' I certainly could not have for- 
gotten, what is known to every schoolboy, that Lean- 
•wr crossed in the night and returned towards the 
moniing. My object was, to ascertain that the Hel- 
■apoQt could be crossed at ail by swimming, and in 
(liis Mr. Ekenhead and myself botii succeeded, the 
one in an hour and ten minutes, and the other in 
Me hour and five minutes. The tide was not in our 
ftvour; on the contrary, the great difficulty was to 
''ear up against the current, which, so far from help- 
ing ua into the Asiatic side, set us down right to- 
wards the Archipelago. Neither Mr. Ekenhead, 
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myself, nor, I wU! venture to adJ, any per«m on 
board the frigate, from Captain Baihurst ilownwatds, 
liad any notion of a difference of the current on (he 
Asiatic side, of which Mr, Turner apeaka. I M?er 
beard of it till tliis moment, or I would have taken 
the other course. Lieutenant Ekenliead'a sole mo- 
tive, and mine also, for setting out from llie EqiO- 
pean side was, that the little cape above Sestoawis 
a more prominent starting place, and the trIgaK 
• which lay below, close under the Asiatic caait, 
formed a better point of view for ub to swim M' 
wai'ds ; and, in fact, we lauded immediately be- 

" Mr, Turner says, ' Whatever is thrown into tk 
stream on this part of t!ie European bank taut 
arrive at the Asiatic shore.' Tliis ie so far frnm 
being the ease, that it mast arrive in the Arcliipe- 
lago, if left to the current, although a strong "inii 
in tlie Asiatic directiou might have such an effect 
occasionally. 

" Mr. Turner attempted the passage from the 
Asiatic aide, and failed : ' After five-and-twenlj 
minutes, in which he did not advance a hundred 
yards, he gave it up from complete exhaustion. 
This is very possible, and might have occurred W 
him just as readily on the European side. Hs 
should have set out a couple of miles higher, sod 
could then have come out below the Europew 
castle, I particularly stated, and Mr. HobhousehM 
done BO also, tlut we were obliged to make the real 
passage of one mile extend to between tltree ana 
/our, owing to the force of the stream. I CO" 
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Biure Mr, Turner, that his succesB would have 
fnoi me great pleasure, as it tvoultl have added one 
more instance to the proofs of the probability. It is 
Mt quite feir in him to infer, that because ^e failed, 
lander could not succeed. There are still fourin- 
iKnceB on record : a Neapolitan, a young Jew, Mr. 
£lieiiliead, and myself; the two last done in tht 
[KMence of hundreds of English ivitiiefses. 

" With regard to the difference of the current, I 
perceived none ; it is lavoiirabte to the swiniiner on 
Blither side, but may be stemmed by plunging info 
ills (ea, a considerable way above the opimsite point 
of the coast which the swimmer wishes to make, but 
Rill bearing up against it ; it is strong, but if you 
calculate well, you may reach land. My own ex- 
|>erienoe and that of others bids me pronounce the 
image of Leaiider perfectly practicable. Any 
yDUDgman, in good and tolerable skill in swimming, 
li^t succeed in it from either side. I was three 
llilurg in swimming across the Tagus, which is much 
luore hazardous, being two hours longer than the 
Hellespont. Of what may be done in swimming, I 
•31 mention one more instance. In 1818, ilie 
.Chevalier Mengaldo (a gentleman of Bassano), a 
igood swimmer, wished to swim with my friend Mr. 
Alexander Scott and myself. As he seemed parti- 
wUrly anxious on the subject, we indulged him. 
We ail three started from the island of the Lido and 
warn to Venice. At the entrance of the Grand 
Canal, Scott and I were a good way ahead, and we 
Uw no more of our foreign friend, which, however, 
""Uofno consequence, as there was a trondola to 
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hold bis clothes aiid pick him up. Scott swam on 
till past the Rialto, where he got out, less from 
fatigue tlian tVom chUlt having been four hours ia the 
water, without rest or stay, except what is to be 
obtained by floatiug on one's back. — this being tbe 
condition of our performance. I continued my courBe 
on to Santa Chiara, comprising the whole of the 
Grand Canal (besides the distance from the Lido), 
and got out where the Laguna once more opens to 
Fusina. I had been in tbe water, by my watd, 
without help or rest, and never touching ground Vt 
boat, foitr hoars and twenty minutei. To this motch, 
and during the greater part of its performance. Mr. 
Hoppner, the Consul-general, was witness, and it il 
well known to many others. Mr. Turner can easily 
verify the fact, if he thinks it worth while, by ^efe^ 
ring to Mr. Hoppner. The distance we could not 
accuTately ascertain ; it was of course considerable. 
" I crossed the Hellespont in one hour and tan 
minutes only. I am now ten years older in time, 
and twenty in constitution, than I was when I passed 
the Dardanelles, andyet two years agol was capable 
of swimming four hours and twenty minutes; and I 
am sure that I couid have continued two hours lonm, 
though I had on a pair of trowsers, an accoutrement 
which by no means assists the performance. My 
t^o companions were also/o«r houra in the water. 
Mengaldo m.ght be about thirty years of age ; ScoH 
about six-and-twenty. 

IpelShfi;3nt""'"r'"''"'"'^ ^' ^=^""" 
of varlni, - ^ "''''" ^''^ ^P"""' ^ot elsewhere. 
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that Leander's exploit was perfectly practicable ? If 
three individuals did more than the passage of the 
Hellespont, why should he have done less P But 
Mr. Turner failed, and, naturally seeking a plausible 
reason for his failure, lays the blame on the Asiatic 
side of the strait. He tried Co swin) directly across, 
ioKead of going higher up to take the vantage ; he 
might as well have tried tojl^ over Mount Athos. 

" That a young Greek of the heroic times, ia love, 
and with his limbs in full vigour, might have suc- 
ceeded in such an attempt is neither wonderiiil nor 
doubtfui. Whether he attempled it or not is another 
^tion, because he migiit have had a small boat to 
save him the trouble. 

" I am yours very truly, 

" Byron. 
" P. S. Mr. Turner says that the swimming from 
Ewq« to Asia was ' the easiest part of the task.' 
1 doubt whether Leander fo:md it so, as it was the 
fetiim ; however, he had several hours between the 
interyaU. The argument of Mr, Turner, ' that 
Wgher up or lower down, the strait widens Eo consi- 
lierably that he would save little labour by his start- 
ing,' is only good for indifferent swimmers ; a man 
of any practice or skill will always consider the dis- 
tance less than the strength of the stream. If Eken- 
head and myself had thought of crossing at the 
narrowest point, instead of going up to the Cape 
sbove it, we should have been swept down to Te- 
nedoB, Tiie strait, however, is not so extremely 
•ide, even where it broadens above and below the 
ktUu As the ftigate was stationed some time in 
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the Dorddnelles waiting for the Grman, I bathed 
often in the strait subseiiueDily to our traject, and 
generalij' on the Asiatic side, without perceiving the 
greater strength of the opposite stream by which the 
dtplotnatic traTeller palliates hb own failure. Our 
amusement in the sraail bay which opens immediatdji 
below the Asiatic fort wus to dire for the land tai- 
tniics, ntiich we 6ui^ in on purpose, as they arophi- 
btously CTSvrled along the bottom. Thu tloea not 
argue any greater violence of current than on the 
European shore. Vi'ith regard to the modett itiEinua- 
tton that we chose the European side as ■ easier/ 1 
appeal to Mr. Hobhouse and Captain Bathurst if it be 
true or no (poor Ekenhead being since dead). Hiil 
we been aware of any such difference of current as 
is asserted, we would at least have proved it, aDd 
were not likely to have given it up in the twenlj- 
five minutes of Mr. Turner's own eicperiinent. The 
secret of all this is, that Kfr. Turner failed, and that 
we succeeded ; and he is consequently disappointed, 
and seems not unwilling to overshadow whatever 
little merit there might be in our success. Why did 
he not try the European side ? If he had succeeded 
there, after failing on the Asiatic, his plea would 
have been more graceful and gracious. Mr. Turner 
may find what &ult he pleases with my poetry, or 
my politics : but I recommend him to leave aquatic 
reflections till he is able to swim ■ five-and-twentj 
minutes' without being 'exhausted,' though I be- 
lieve he is the first modem Tory who ever Bwam 
' againgt the stream' for half the lime,"* 

* To Ibe abuTc UUer. vblrh wu publislicd at ttoe (Oft 
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»414. TO MR. MOORE. 

^ RaTenna, February 22. 1821. 

8 I wish the soul of the late Antoine Galignani 
in peace, (you will have read his death, pub- 
by himself, in his own newspaper,) you are 
ted particularly to inform his children and 
that of their * Literary Grazette,' to which I 
[bed more than two months ago, I have only 
;d one number, notwithstimding I have written 
Q repeatedly. If they have no regard for me, 
mriber, they ought to have some for their de- 
parent, who is undoubtedly no better off in 
isent residence for this total want of attention. 
, let me have my francs. They were paid by 
glia, the IPFenetian bookseller. You may also 
) them that when a gentleman writes a letter, 
ual to send an answer. If not, I shall make 
* a speech/ which will comprise an eulogy on 
ceased. 

e are here full of war, and within two days of 
It of it, expecting intelligence momently. We 
ow see if our Italian friends are good for any 
)ut ' shooting round a corner,' like the Irish- 
gun. Excuse haste, — I write with my spurs 
r on. My horses are at the door, and an 
Count waiting to accompany me in my ride. 

" Yours, &c. 

mer wrote a reply, but, for reasons stated by himself, 
print it. At his request, I give insertion to his paper 
Lppendiz. 

K 4 
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** P. S. Pray, amongst my letters, did 70a get one 
detailing the death of the commandant here ? He 
was killed near my door, and died in my house. 

" BOWLES AND CAMPBELL. 

« To the air of * How now, Madame FHrt,' in the BeggKi* 

Opera. 

BowLzs. " Why, how now, saucy Tom, 

If you thus must ramble, 
I will publish some 

Remarks on Mr. Campbell. 

Campbell. «« Why, how now, Billy Bowles, 

&c, &c ftc** 

Letter 415. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" March 2. 18S1. 

« This was the be^ning of a letter which I meant 
ui ^*""^' ^""^ stopped short, hoping you would be 
able to prevent the theatres. Of course you need 
not send it ; but it explains to you my feeUngg on 
the subject. You say that < there is nothing to fear, 
let them do what they please ;' that is to say, that 

era fine%Xwr^'' -"'' ^^^ ^-^i^^'^" 

TO MR. PERRY. 
" Dear Sir, " Ravenna, January 22. 1821. 

which LJ'not\rmolfH* '*'*"^^ ^'^"^ "^ °«'^ 
than it is to me Tl *^'^f ^^e to your puWic 

• ^^"«" "nd the gazettes do me 
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faehoDouT to say that it is the inttintian of sotne of 
he London managers to bring forward on their 
itage the poem of ' Marino Faliero,' &c. which was 
levCT intended for such an exhibition, and I trust 
viU never undergo it. It is certainly unfit for iL 
[ have never written but for the solitary reader, and 
require no experiments for applause beyond his 
uleitt approbation. Since such an attempt to dreg 
me forth as a gladiator in the theatrical arena is a 
violation of all the courtesies of literature, I trust 
thu the impartial part of the press will step between 
nw Bnd this pollution. I say pollution, because every 
violation of a right is such, and I claim my right as 
SI author to prevent what I have written from being 
turned into a stage-play. I have too much respect 
fer the public to permit this of my own free will. 
Had I sought their favour, it would have been by 
apintomime. 

" I have said that I write only for the reader. 
Beyond this I cannot consent to any publicution, or 
to the abus^ of auy publication of mine to the pur- 
poses of histrionisni. The applauses of an audience 
■oiild give me no pleasure ; their disapprobation 
■night, however, give me pain. The wager is there- 
fore not equal. You may, perhaps, say, ' How can 
ftia be ? if their disapprobation gives pain, their 
praise might afford pleasure? ' By no means; the 
ock of an ass or the sting of a wasp may be painful 
ta those who would find nothing agreeable in the 
Wying of the one or the buzzing of the other. 

" This may not seem a coorteous comiinrison, but 
I fane no other ready ; and it occurs naturally." 
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41& TO HB. 3iUaRAT. 

** Baveinaf Mano, 182 



^ El nrf packet of the I2tii instant, in tiie ku 
ahett (m^ the Ab^ sheet), last page, omii the sen 
tenoe which (defining, or attempting to defme, win 
aid who are gentiemsi) begins, ^ I should saj a 
least in Ii£e that oMist militzw mai have it, and fe« 
naeval ; that several men of rank hare it, and fei 
laEwjors,* &C. &c. I saj, omit the whole o£ thu 
aBitence, because, like the ^ cosmogony, or creatioi 
of die worid,* in the *■ Vicar of Wakeddd,' it is doI 
modi to the purpoae. 

*^ In die sentence abore, too, almost at the top oi 
tile same page, after die words *• that there ever was 
or can bey an aristocracy of poets,' add and insert 
these words — * I do not mean that the j should write 
in die s^le oi the song b j a person of quality, oi 
park empkmum ; but diere is a nodihit^ of thought 
and expression to be found no less in Shakspeare 
Pope, and Bums, dian in Dante, Alfieri,' &c &c. anc 
so on. Or, if jou (^ease, p^haps jou had better omii 
the whole of die latter digression on the vufga 
poets, and insert oolj as &r as the end of th( 
sentence on Pope's Homer, where I prefer it t( 
Cowper's, and quote Dr. Cla^e in &YOur of it 
accuracy. 

<' Upon all these points, take an opinion ; take th( 
sense (or nonsense) of your learned visitants, and ac 
thereby. I am very tractable — in prose. 

« Whether 1 have made out the case for Pope 
I know not ; but I am very sure that I have beet 
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loiu in the attempt If it comes to the proofs^ 
•hall beat the blackguards. I will show more 
iQtfy in twenty lines of Pope than in any equal 
igth of quotation in English poesy, and that in 
ioeb where they least expect it. For instance, 
his lines on Sporus, — now, do just read them 
er — the subject is of no consequence (whether 
be mtyv or epic) — we are talking of poetry and 
^agery from nature and art. Now, mark the images 
!pmtely and arithmetically : — 

«*1. The thing of Aft. 
S. Curd of au*M nuXk, 
S. The butUrfly. 

4. The wheel. 

5. Bug with gilded wings. 
e. Pamied child of dirt. 

7. Whose buxK. 

8. Well-bred ^pontt^ 

9. StaUow streams run dimpling' 
l(k Florid impotence. 

11. Prompter. Puppet squeaks. 

12. The ear of Eve. 
IS. Familiar toad. 

14. Haf froth, half venom, sj)its himself abroad. 

15. Foj) at the toilel. 

16. Flatterer at the board. 

17. Amphibious thing. 

18. Now triin a lady. 

19. Now <fn«te a /bni. 
SO. A cherub* s face. 

91. A reptOe all the rest 

88. TheiZaMms. 

23. Pride that licks the dust. 

** * Beauty that shocks you, parts that n^ne will tnist. 
Wit that can creep, and pride that Ucki the dust.* 
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« Now, is there a !be of all the passage wi8 
the taoaJbrcUile imugery (I'or his purpose)? 

"le varkl^ — at the poetry of the passage- 
die moffinalioii .■ there is hardly a line from ■ 
■ pointing might not be made, and if. 
aothing in comparison with his higher p 
die Essay on Man, and many of his other pq 
(erious and comic There never waa such an m 
outcry in this world as that which thene fellowi 
trying against Pope. 

Ask Mr.Gifibrd if, in the fifth act of' The Q 
you could not contrive (where the sentence of 
Veil is passed) to inaert the following linea in Ab 
Faliero's answer? 

" Bui let it be BO. It will be in yain i 
The teil vhicb bbulienB o'er thk blighted name, 
And bidn, or setm» lo hide, these limamenCs, 
Shall draw more gaen than the thousaod portnita 
Which glitter round it in ihcir painted trapping!. 
Your delegated slaves — the people's tyrants, ■ 

" Yoitts, truly, &t 

" P. S. Upon ;jKiSc matters Jiere I say little: 

will all hear soon enough of a general row throt 

out Italy. There never was a more foolish BtepI 

the expedition to Naples by these fellows. 

*• I wish to propose to Holnies, the n: 
piunter, to come out to me this spring. I will 
bis expenses, and any sum in reason. I wish 
to take my daughter's picture (who is in a 

» Itoe lines— perhaps from some difficulty in 
inirawD-were never insen«i in the Traged,. 
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the Countess G.'s, and the head of a peasant 

which latter would make a study ror Raphael. 

a oomplete/i6fl»an/ face, but an Italian peasant's, 

quite in the Raphael Fornarina style. Her 

is tall, but rather large, and not at all com- 

e to her face, which is really superb. She is 

leyenteen, and I am anxious to have her face 

it lasts. Madame G. is also very handsome, 

it is quite in a different style — completely blonde 

fiur — very uncommon in Italy; yet not an 

fairness, but more like a Swede or a Nor- 

Her figure, too, particularly the bust, is 

only good. It must be Holmes: I like him 

iMcause he takes such inveterate likenesses. There 

\ iaawar here; but a solitary traveller, with little 

. Isag^age, and nothing to do with politics, has nothing 

'to&ar. Pack him up in the Diligence. Don't forget." 



Una 417. TO MR. HOPPNER, 

" Ravenna, April 3. 1821. 

** Thanks for the translation. I have sent you 
MBe books, which I do not know whether you have 
md or no — you need not return them, in any case, 
ladose you also a letter from Pisa. I have neither 
ipared trouble nor expense in the care of the child ; 
ttd as she was now four years old complete, and 
fdte above the control of the servants — and as a 
9an living without any woman at the head of his 
bouse cannot much attend to a nursery — I had no 
veiource but to place her for a time (at a high pen- 
sion too) in the convent of Bagna-Cavalli (twelve 



«Al> ^)> *lic*e the air ia good, and where t 
mUK ac IcMt, btnt ha }emmog adranced, and li 
I had also aaot]) 

in luch a state ha 
■ look i^HD at J own perMU 

: and 1 thought tl 
■'a *^> fiv the present. 
■■ It ii d» fit that I ifaMU add that 1 by i 
■MiBi ntendedt Mr niead. to give a ntOural dhi 
an fi* J*"-' f*"''*i~, beooae with the disadra 
ngcs «r bs bath, her after aettlemeDt would I 
ioMy <MMfc. flhii»J, witli a &ir foreigo edoo 
tign and a partinB af £*e or nx thoosand pound 
die W^ht ami maj mmrf nry reepect^j. ] 
Fmliail aoch a iamrj wmM be a pittance, wU 
e to pwbera it iiafanw:, Itia,beai(Ies,my wi^lb 
«hc aboOd be a Baaan CacbaBc which IlmAqK 
K the beat tcfigioB, aa it ia aanvedt^ the oldect 
^ variow biiMbf of Chtioianity. I hare no 
«i|riaMe4 mef Mttaaa aa totbe^faca wboe ^ at 
M — il ia Ae beat I could find lor the preaa 



** I do net ape^ of paUtica, becaoae it weod 
b npfliwt fNtject, aa iaag aa ihaae notmMta 
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)e permitted to bully states out of their inde« 
dence. Believe me, 

" Yours ever and truly. 

P. S. There is a report here of a change in 
nee ; but with what truth is not yet known. 

P. S. My respects to Mrs. H. I have the < best 
lion ' of her countr}' women ; and at my time of 
.(three and thirty, 2:^d January, 18521,) that is to 
» after the life I have led, a good opinion is the 
f rational one which a man should entertain of 

whole 8CX — up to thirty^ the worst possible 
oioD a man can have of them in general^ the 
ter for himself. Afterwards, it is a matter of no 
^ortance to themy nor to him either, what opinion he 
lertains — his day is over, or, at least, should be. 
* You see how sober I am become." 



\mn 418. TO MR. MURRAY. 

« Ravenna, April 21. 1821. 

* I enclose you another letter on Bowles. But 
femise that it is not like the former, and that I 
not at all sure how much^ if any^ of it should be 
dished. Upon this point you can consult with 

* Gifibrd, and think twice before you publish it at 

Yours truly, B. 

* P. S. You may make my subscription for Mr. 
)tt's widow, &c. tJiirty instead of the proposed ten 
inds ; but do not put down my name ; put down 
N. only. The reason is, that, as I have men- 
Ded him in the enclosed pamphlet, it would look 
felica'e. 1 would give more, but my disappoint- 



meats last year about Rochdale and the transfer 
&oro tlie funds render me more economical for Qwi 
present." 

LciTia4[9. TO MR. SHELLEY. 

" RaFenna, April 3fi. 181l' 

"The child continues doing well, and the wN 
counts are regular and favourable. It is gratl^iiy 
to me that you and Mrs. SheUey do not disapprOtB 
of the step which 1 have taken, which is meielf 
temporary. 

" I am very sorry to hear what you say of KesB 
— is it ach«i% true ? I did not thinkcriticismhi^ 
been ho killing. Though I differ from you g 
tially in your estimate of his performances, I so mwM 
abhor all unnecessary pain, that I would ralfaer ha 
had been seated on the highest peak of PamassOl 
'than have perished in such a manner. Poor fellovl 
though with such inordinate self-love he would [W 
bably have not been very happy. I read the revief 
of ' Endymion ' ui the Quarterly. It was severe,— 
but surely not so severe as many reviews in that uai 
other journals upon otiiers. 

" I recollect the effect on me of the Bdinburgk 
n my first poem ; it was rage, and resistance, sin 
- but not despondency nor despair. T 
grant that those are not amiable feelings ; hut, 'm 
this world of bustle and broil, and especially in 
the career of writing, a man should calculate up* 
his powers of rmsbaiee before he goes into !*• 



i 



You know my opinion of that aecond-hatid scliool 
»etry. You also know my high opinion of your 
I poetry, — because it is of no schaol. I read 
ici — but, besides that I think the subject essea-. 
\y undramatic, I am not an admirer of our old 
omtiets, as models. I deny that the English have 
lerlo had a drama at all. Your Cenci, however, 

a work of power, and poetry. As to my drama, 
f revenge yourself upon it, by being as free as 1 
B been with yours. 

I have not yet got your Prometheus, which I 
; to see. I have heard nothing of mine, and do 
know that it is yet published. I have published 
imphlet on the Pope controversy, which you will 

like. Had 1 known that Keats was dead — or 
; be was alive and so sensitive — I Ehould have 
tied some remarks upon his poetry, to which I 
I provoked by his attack upon Pope, and my dis- 
robation of Ai'j ojon style of writing. 

■ You want me to undertuke a great poem — I 
e not tbe inclination nor tlie power. As I grow 
Br, the indifference— mrf to life, for we love it 
instinct — but to tbe stimuli of life, increases. 
lides, this late failure of the Italians has latterly 
ippointed me for many reasons, — some public, 
le personal. My respects to Mrs. S. 

' Pi S. Could not you and I contrive to meet 

■ summer? Could not you take a run hers 

«r 

VOL. V. L 
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Leiteb430, to MR. MURRAY, 

" RiTenna, April 31 

" I sent you by lastpoitis a large packet, whie 
will not do for publication (I suspect), being, as di 
apprentices say, ' damned low.' I put off also for 
week or two sending the Italian scrawl which vi 
form a note to it. The reason is that, letters bdn 
opened, I wish to ' bide a wee.' 

" Well, have you published the Tragedy? an 
does the Letter take ? 

" Is it true, what Shelley writes me, that poi 
John Keats died at Rome of the Quarterly Revje* 
I am very sorry for it, though I tliink he took |] 
wrong line as a poet, and was spoilt by Cockney^na 
and suburbing, and versifying Tooke's Pantheon 
Lempriere's Dictionary, I know, by experieni 
that a savage review is hemlock to a sucking autlui 
and the one on me (which produced the Engli 
Bards, &c.) knocked me down — but I got up agai 
Instead of bursting a blood-vessel, I drank three be 
tics of claret, and began an answer, finding th 
tJiere was nothing in the article for which I coo 
lawfully knock Jeffrey on the head, in an honoural 
way. However, I would not be the person iri 
wrote the homicidal article for all the honour ai 
glory in the world, though I by no means approve 
that school of scribbling which it treats upon. 

" You see the Italians have made a sad busioe 
of it. — all owing to treachery and disunion among 
themselves. It has given me great vexation. Tt 
execrations heaped upon the Neapolitans by tt 
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jr Italians are quite in unison with those of the 
■of Europe. 

" Yours, &C. 
Your latest packet of books is on its way 
lot arrived. Kcoilworth excellent. Thanks 
ie pocket-books, of which I have made presents 
e ladies who like cuts, and landscapes, and all 
I have got an Italian book or two which I 
like to send you if I had an opportunity. 
m not at present in the very highest health, — 
I probably ; so I have lowered my diet anil 
1 to Epsom salts. 

'to you say my prose is good, why don't you treat 
'e for the reversion of the Memoirs? — con- 
I, recollect; not to be published before de- 
Se has the permission to dispose of them, 
Pnnd I advised him to do so." 



Lima 421. TO MR. MOORE. 

" Ravenna, April 2S. 1S21, 

" You cannot have been more disappointed than 
UyseHi nor so much deceived. I have been so at 
tHne personal risk also, whidi is not yet done away 
with. However, no time nor circumstances shall 
alter my tone nor my feelings of indignation against 
granny triumphant. The present business has been 
la much a work of treachery as of cowardice, — 
though both may have done their piat. If ever you 
ud I meet again, I will have a talk with you upon 
the subject. At present, for obvious reasons, I can 
wite but little, as all letters are opened. In miVie 
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they shall always Gnd mt/ sentiments, but nolliiig 
thai can lead to the oppression of oUiers. 

" You will please to recollect that the Neapolitans 
are nowhere now more execrated than b Italy, and 
not blame a whole people for the vices of a province. 
That would be like condemning Great Britun be- 
cause they plunder wrecks in Cornwall. 

" And now let us be literaiy ; — a sad falling oS 
but it is always a consolation. If ' Othello's ocoi- 
pation be gone,' let us take to the next best; radi 
if we cannot contribute to makemankuid more tree 
and wise, we may amuse ourselves and those vho 
like it. What are you writing ? I have been acrib- 
bling at intervals, and Murray will be publisbing 
about now, 

" Lady Noel has, as you say, been dangeroud; 
ill ; but it may console you to learn that she is dan- 
gerously well again, 

" I have written a sheet or two more of Memo- 
randa for you ; and I kept a little Journal for about 
a month or two, till I had HUed the paper-book. 1 
then left it off, as things grew busy, and, aAerwardii 
too gloomy to set down without a painful feelingt 
This I should be glad to send you, if I bad ao 
opportunity ; but a volume, however small, don't gJ 
well by such posts as exist in this Inquisitiou of a 
country. 

" I have no news. As a very pretty woman said 
to me a few nights ago, with the tears in her eyn, 
as she sat at the harpsichord, ' Alas I the Italians 
must now return to making operas.' I fear Aatvi 
maccaroni are their forte, and ' motley their onl/. 



■ear.' However, there are fiome high Bpirits atnong 
ihem still. Pray write. And believe me," &c. 



Ltm»42S. TO MR. MOOHE. 

" Ravenna, Mhj 3. 1831. 

" Though I wrote to you on the 28th ultimo, I 
nrat acknowledge yours of this day, with the lines, * 
"Okj are sublime, as well as beautifu), and in your 
TojbeBt mood and manner. They are also but too 
Ine. However, do not confound the scoundrels at 
iktheeloF the boot with their betters at the top of 
it I assure you that there are some loftier spirits. 

" Nothing, however, can be hotter than your poem, 
or more deserved by the Lazzaroni. They are now 
lUmTTed and disclaimed nowhere more than here. 
We will talk over these things (if we meet) some 
dsy, and I will recount my own adventures, some of 
which have been a little hazardous, perhaps. 

" So, you have got the Letter on Bowles ? f I do 
Dot recollect tohave said any thing aiyou that could 
ofeid, — certainly, nothing intentionally. As for 
• •, I meant hiia a compliment. I wrote the whole 
offihand, without copy or correction, and expecting 
then every day to be called into the field. What 
have I said of you ? I am sure 1 forget. It must 

• •■ Aye, down lo the dust wilh tfiem, slaves as tlicy are," 
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be Boraething of regret for your BpprolMtion rf 
Bowles. And did you twt approve, as he saji? 
Would I had known that before I I would have giTen 
more gruel.* My intention was to malie 
fun of all these fellows ; but how I succeeded, I don'i 

" As to Pope, I have always regarded him as the 
greatest name in our poetry. Depend upon it, llie- 
rest are barbarjans. He is a Greek Temple, witba 
Gothic Cathedral on one hand, and a Turtjsh 
Mosque and all sorts of fantastic pagodas and con- 
ventioles about him. You may call Shakspeare and 
Milton pyramids, if you please, but I prefer the 
Temple of Theseus or tlie Parthenon to a mountain 
of burnt brick -work. 

" The Murray has written to me but once, the daj 
of its publication, when it seemed prosperous. But 
I have heard of late from England but rarely. Of 



• It may be Bufficient 


to say of the use to whith both Lai 


yian and Mr. Bowles 


loiight it wonh tbnr while to apply 


J nflme in this controte 




the subject ex ten Jed, 






of tlic eitteme opiniom into which, hb it appealed lo me, my 
diatin^iahed friends had diverged ; ^ neither with l^ord By- 
ron in that Hpirit of partisanahip which led him to place Pope 
ahrwe Shakspeare and Milton, nor v'nh Mr. Bowles in such 
an application of the " principles" of poetry as could lend 10 
ank Pope, on the scale of his art, lo any raidt below the vaiy 
first. Such being the middle state of my opinion on the quei- 
tion, it will not be difficult lo understand how one of my con- 
trovereial friends should be ua mistaken in supposing me to 
differ altogether from his views, as the other was in taking tar 
granted that I had ranged myself wholljr on his side. 



Murray's other pubiicationg (of mine), I know no- 
ikmg, — nor whether he haa published. He ivas to 
liave done so a month ago. I wish you would do 
something, — or that we were together. 

" Ever youre and affectionately. 



ll was at this time that he began, under tlte title 
of"DetJiched Thoughts," that Book of Notices or 
MemoranJumB, from which, in the course of tliese 
pages, I have extracted so many curious illustrations 
of his life and opinions, and of which the opening 
wtideia as follows :— 

" Amongst various Journals, Memoranda, Diaries, 
Sc which I have kept in the course of my living, I 
liegan one about three months ago, and carried it on 
till I iiad filled one paper-book (thinnish), and two 
iliEels or so of another. I then left off, partly be- 
cause t thought we should have some business here, 
Wd I had furbished up my arms and got my appa- 
Mtus ready for taking a turn with the patriots, having 
"ly drawers full of their proclamations, oaths, and 
'"esolutions, and my lower rooms of their hidden 
'I'eapons, of most calibres, — and partly because I 
lad filled my paper-book. 

" But the Neapolitans have betrayed themselves 
Lod all the world; and those who would have given 
heir blood for Italy con now only give her their tears. 
" Some day or other, if dustholds together, I have 
)eeii enough in the secret (at least in this part of 
:he country) to cast perhaps some little light upon 
Jie atrocious treachery which has replunged Italy 
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into barbarism : at present, I have neither the linn 
nor the temper. However tbc real Italians are jiM 
to blame; merely the scoundrels at the htd of S» 
boot, which the Sun now wears, and will tramplt 
them to ashes with for their servility. I have riilud 
myself with theothers Aere, andhowfar ImayormBj' 
not be compromised is a problem at this moment 
Some of them, like Craigengelt. would ' tell all, fad 
tuore tlian all, to save ihemselveB.' But, come vtut 
may, the cause was a glorioun one, tliough it rea^ 
St present as if the Greeks had run away fron 
Xerxes. Happy the few who have oiJy to repron^ 
themselves with believing that these rascals fat 
less ' roscaille' than they proved ! — Bere ic Itomagnii 
the efforts were necessarily limited to prepatatimi 
and good intentions, until the Germans were faiflj 
engaged in eyuat warfare — as we are upon their 
very frontiers, without a single fort or liill oeflfw 
than San Marino. Whether ■ hell will be paved 
with' those 'good intentions,' Iknow not ; but tbeK 
will probably be good store of Ne^mli 
utwn the pavement, whatever may be itscomposi^ 
Slabs of Uva from their mountain, with the bodiei of 
their own danmed souls for cement, would be tbt 
fillt'Sl causeway for Satan's ' Corso.' " 

LcmBiaa TO MR. MLRRAY. 

" RllWDI 

« I have just got your packet. 1 am obliged to 1 
Mr. Bowles, and Mr. Bowles is obliged lo o 
tiaving restore him to good-humour. He il 1*^ 
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«, and you to publish, what yaa please, — raotto 
aubject. I deaire notlibg but fair piay for all 
rtiea. Of course, after the new tone of Mr. Bowles, 
u will not publish my defaice of GUchrUt : it would 
brutal to do so after liia urbanity, for it is rather 
3 rough, like his own attack upon Gilchrist. Vou 
U him what 1 say there of kit Mimonary (it 
pr^ed, us ii deserves). However, and if Uierc 
e any passages not personal to Bowles, and yet 
aring upon the question, you may add them to 
e reprint (if it is reprinted) of my first Letter to 
Upon this consult Gifford; and, above alt, 
M't let any thing be added which can personally 
lect Mr. Bowles. 

"In the enclosed notes, of course what I say of 
te democracy of poetry cannot apply to Mr. Bowles, 
HI to the Cockney and water washing-tub scliools. 
" I hope aod trust that Elliston won't be permitted 
lact the drama. Surely he might have the grace 
1 wait for Kean's return before he attempted it; 
luugh, even tiien, I should be as much against the 
ttempt as ever. 

" I have got a small packet of books, but neither 
fsldegrave, Oxford, nor Scott's novels among them. 
Vhy don't you republish Hodgson's Childe Harold's 
lonitor and Latino-mastix ? they are excellent, 
link of this — they are all for Pope. 

" Yours," &c. 

The controversy, in which Lord Byron, with so 
luch grace and good-humour, thus allowed himself 
) be disarmed by the courtesy of his antagonist, it 
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is not my intention to run the risk of revising b; 
aay enquiry into its origin or merits. In all i 
discussions on matters of mere tast^ a 
where, on one side, it is the aim of the disput 
to elevate the object of the contest, and on 6 
other, to depreciate it. Truth will usually be fomi 
like Shakspeare's gatherer^of samphire ad the c 
" halfway down." Whatever judgment, howe*i 
may be formed respecting the controversy itsel^a 
the urbanity and gentle feeling on both sides, ir 
(uotwith Stan dbg some slight trials of this good in 
derstanding afterwards) led ultimately to the 
anticipated in the foregoing letter, there can b 
one opinion ; and tt is only to be wished tbatll 
honourable forbearance were as sure of imitatq 
it is, deservedly, of eulogists. In the lively i 
thus suppressed, when ready fledged for flights 
a power of self-command rarely exercised b 
there are some passages, of a general e 
curious to be lost, which I shall accordingly^ 
to extract for the reader. 

" Pope himself ' sleeps well — nothing caad 
him further;' but those who love the hons 
their country, the perfection of her literatnr 
glory of her language, are not to be expec 
permit an atom of his dust to be stirredln histonU ■ 
or a leaf to be stripped from the laurel which grom | 

" To me it appears of no very great consequeart 
whether Martha Blount was or was not Pope's nu*- 
treis, though I could have wished him a betto'- 



be appears to have been a cold- hearted, interested, 
^nuit, disagreeable lioman, upon whom the ten- 
emeas of Pope's heai't in the desolation of his latter 
lys was cast away, not knowing whither to *urn, 
s he drew towards his premature old age, childless 
nd lonely, — like the needle which, approaching " 
rithin a certain distance of the pole, becomes help- 
ess and useless, and ceasing to tremble, rusts. She 
s to have been so totally unworthy of tenderness, 
tliU it is an additional proof of the l^indneas of Pope's 
heart to have been able to love such a being. But 
tre must love something, 1 agree with Mr. 6. that 
^le ' could at no time have regarded I'ope personalh/ 
with attachment,' because she was incapable of at- 
tachment; but I deny that Pope could not be 
r^arded with personal attachment by a worthier 
waman. It is not probable, indeed, that a woman 
WDuld have fallen in love with him as he walked 
along the Mall, or in a bo:f at the opera, nor from a 
balcony, nor in a ball-room : but in society he seems 
. to have been as amiable as unassuming, and, with 
die greatest disadvantages of figure, his head and 
lice were remarkably handsome, especially his eyes. 
He was adored by his friends — friends of the most 
Opposite dispositions, ages, and talents — by the old 
tnd wayward Wycherley, by the cynical Swift, the 
fOdgh Atterbury, the gentle Spence, the stern attor- 
ney-bishop Warburton, the virtuous Berkeley, and 
the 'cankered Bolingbroke. " Bolingbroke wept 
I «erhim like a child; and Spence's description of 
. <<i)laat moments is at least as edifying as the more 
Htratatious account of the deathbed of Addison. 
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The soldier Peterborough and the poet Gay, llw 
witty Congreve and the laughing Rowe, the eccem 
trie Cromwell and the steady Bathurst, were bH iek 
iiitiniates. The man who could conciliate bo maBf 
men of the most opposite descriptit 
whom hut was a remarkable or a celebrated chttraor 
ter, might well have pretended to all the attachmol 
which a reasonable man would desire of an amia^, 

" Pope, in fact, wherever he got it, appears to 
have understood the sex well. Bolingbroke, '■ 
judge of the subject,' says Warton, thought liJs 
' Epistle on the Characters of Women ' his ' master- 
piece.' And even with respect to the grosser passion, 
which takes occasionally the name of ' Tomiai&^ 
accordingly as the degree of sentiment elevates it 
above the definition of love by Buffon, it may be 
remarked, that it does not always depend upon pa- 
sonal appearance, even in a woman. Madame Cottin 
was a plain woman, and might have been virtuous, 
it may be presumed, without much int^rmptiofc 
Virtuous she was, and the consequences of thii 
inveterate virtue were that two different admirOT 
(one an elderly gentleman) killed themselves in 
despair (see Lady Morgan's ' France '). I would 
not, however, recommend this rigour to plain womm 
in general, in the hope of securing the glory of two 
suicides apiece. I believe that there are few mea 
who, in the course of their observations on life, imy 
not have perceived that it is not the greatest fent^c 
beauty who forms the longest and the strongot 



" But, apropos of Pope. — Voltaire tells us that 
He Marechal Liutembourg {who had precisely Pope's 
gure) was not only somewhat too amatory for a 
reat nan, but fortunate in hia attachments. La 
^aliere, the passion of Louis XIV. had an unsightly 
iefect. The Princess of Eboli, the mistress of 
Philip the Second of Spain, and Maugiron, the 
mnion of Henry the Third of France, had each of 
Item lost an eye ; and ihe famous Latin epigram 
irai nritten upon them, which has, I believe, been 
riAer translated or imitated by Goldsmith: 

" ■ LDmiae Aeon deitro, capta est Lconilla sinistra, 



" Wilkes, with his ugliness, used to say that ' he 
vas but a quarter of an hour behind the handsomest 
maa in England :' and this vaunt of his is said not 
to have been disproved by circumstances. Swifl, 
*lien neither young, nor handsome, nor rich, nor 
even amiable, inspired the two most extraordinary 

I ions upon record, Vanessa's and Stella's. 
requ 



' Vuieisa, ag«d scuce a score, 
Sghs for H gown x^forttf-fmir.' 



requited them bitterly; for he seems to have 
broken the heart of the one, and worn out that of 
tbe other; and he had his reward, for he died a 
■olitary idiot in the hands of servants. 

" For my own part, I am of the opinion of Pausa- 
nias, that success in love depends upon Fortune. 
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' They particularly renounce Celestial Venus, intd 
whose temple, Sic. &c. &c. I remember, too, U 
have Been a building in ^gina Id which there ii i 
statue of Fortune, holding a horn of Amalthea;[Uid. 
near ber there is a winged Love. The meanloj; 
of this is, that the success of men in love aSm 
depends more on the assistance of Fortune than the 
charms of beauty. I am persuaded, too, with Pin<lir 
(to whose opinion I submit ia other particuliin)i 
that Fortune is one of the Fates, and that ia i 
certain respect she is more powerful than liet 
sisters.' — See Pauaanias, Achaics,book vii.chap.26. 
page 246. ' Taylor's Translation." 

" Grimm has a remark of the same kind oo lie 
different destinies of the younger Crebillon mid 
Rousseau. The former writes a licentious nitiA, 
and B young English girl of some fortune Dod 
ikmily (a Miss StrafTord) runs away, and croaset 
the sea to marry him ; while Rousseau, the 
tender and passionate of lovers, is obliged to es] 
his chambermaid. If 1 recollect rightly, this re 
was also repeated in the Edinburgh Review of 
Grimm's Correspondence, seven or eight years . 

" In regard ' to the strange mixture of indecent, 
and Bometimesj/rofiine levity, which his conduct awl 
language qftm exhibited,' and which so much shoda 
Mr. Bowles, I object to the indefinite word ' o^;' 
and in extenuation of the occasional occurrence of 
such language it is to be recollected, tiiat it was less 
\ the tone of Pope, than the tone of the lime. With 
■ the exception of the correspondence of Pope and 
his friends, not many private letters of the period 
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have come down to ua ; hut tlioae, sutli as they are 
— a few scattered scraps from Farquhar and others 
— are more indecent and coarse than any thing 
in Pope's letters. The comedies of Congreve, 
Vanbrugh, Farquliar, Gibber, &c. which naturally 
attempted to represent the manners and conversa- 
tion of private life, are decisive upon this point ; as 
are also some of Steele's papers, and even Addison's. 
We all know what the conversation of Sir R. Walpole, 
forseventeenyearfiihe prime-minister of the country, 
was at his own table, and his excuse for his licentious 
^Janguage, viz. ' that every body understood thai, but 
few could talk rationally upon less common topics.' 
The refinement of latter days, — which is perhaps 
the consequence of vice, which wishes to mask and 
soften itseif, as much as of virtuous civilisation, — 
bad not yet made sufficient progress. Even John- 
son, in his ' London,' has two or three pasaages 
which ciuinot be read aloud, and Addison's ' Drum- 
mer' some indelicate allusions." 



To the extract that follows I beg to call the par- 
ticular attention of the reader. Those who at all 
rt-member the peculiar bitterness and violence with 
which the gentleman here commemorated assailed 
Lord Byron, at a crisis when both his iieart and 
&mewere most vulnerable, will, if I am not mistaken, 
fbel a thrill of pleasurable admiration in reading these 
lentences, such as alone can convey any adequate 
notion of the proud, generous pleasure that must 
hove been felt in writing them. 



NOTICBS C 



18SI. W 

ciee of I 



" Poor Scott is now no more. In the exercise of 1 

bis Tocation, he contrived at last to make himself 
the subject of a coroner's inquest. But lie died 
like a brave man, and he lived an able one. I knew 
him personally, though slightly. Although seven! 
years my senior, we had been schoolfellows togetha 
at the ' grammar-schule' (or, ils the Aberdonii 
pronounce it, ' iqueel') of New Aberdeen. He did 
not behave to toe quite handsomely in his capacity of 
editor a few j'ears ago, but he was under no obliga- 
tion to behave otherwise. The moment was t« 
tempting fbr many iriends and for all enemies, fii 
a time when all my relations (save one) fell itota me 
like leaves from the tree in autumn winds, and iiiy 
few friends became -^till fewer — when the whole 
periodica! press (I mean the daily and weekly, Mi 
the lilerary press) was let loose against me in eveiy 
shape of reproach, with the two strange exceptioni 
(from their usual opposition) of ' The Courier' and 
' The Enaminer,' — the paper of which Scott had 
the direction, was neither the last, nor the least 
vituperative. Two years ago I met him at VeoicCi 
when he was bowed In griefs by the loas of his soOi 
and had known, by experience, the bitterness of 
domestic privation. He was then earnest with me 
to return to England ; and on my telling him, with > 
Emile, that he was once of a different opinion, he 
replied to me, ' that he and others had been greatlj 
misled; and that some pains, and rather extran- 
diaary means, had been token to excite them. 
Scott is no more, but there are more than one living 
who were present at this dialogue. He was a man 
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of very considerable taleota, and of great acquire- 
iiieats. He had made his way, as a literary charac- 
ter, with high success, and in a few years. Poor 
fellow I I recollect his joy at some appointment 
which he had obtained, or was to obtain, through 
Sir James Mackintosh, and which prevented the 
further extension {unless by a rapid run to Rome) 
of his travels in Italy. I little thought to what it 
would conduct him. Peace be with him I and may 
allnich other faults as are inevitable to humanity be 
aa readily forgiven him, as the little injury which 
he had done to one who respected his talents and 
regrets his loss." 

la reference to some complaints made by Mr. 
Bowles, in his Pamphlet, of a charge of " hypochon- 
driacism" which he supposed to have been brought 
against him by his assailant, Mr. Gilchrist, the noble 
•liter thus proceeds : — 

I " I cannot conceive a man in perfect health being 
audi affected by such a charge, because his com- 

I flexion and conduct must amply refute it. But 
»Ere it true, to what does it amount? — to an im- 
peachment of a liver complaint. ' I will tell it to 
ihe world,' exclaimed the learned Smelfiingus : ' you 
iiad better (said I) tell it to your pliysician.' There 
ia nothing dishonourable in such a disorder, which is 
more peculiarly the malady of students. It has been 
lie complaint of the good and the wise and the witty, 
and even of the gay. Regnard, the author of the 
l*st French comedy ailer MoliSre, was atrabilarious, 






i 



I 



1S2 

and Moliere hiroself saCurniae. Dr. Johnson, Graj, 
and Bums, were all more or less aiFected by it oeea- 
sionally. It was the prelude to the more awful malady 
of Collins, Cowper, Swiil, and Smart; but it by do 
means follows that a partial affliction of this disorder 
is to terminate like theirs. But even were it «o, 

" ' Nor best, nor wisest, are eiempt tiota thee ; 

Folly— FoUj's only free." Piubosl 

" Mendelsohn and Bayle were at times so oTC^ 
come with this depression as to be obliged to recitf 
to seeing ' puppet-shows,' and ' counting tiles upCB 
the opposite houses," to divert themselves. Dr. 
Johnson, at times, ' would have given a limb to re- 
cover his spirits.' 

" In page 14^ we have a large assertion, that ' tie 
Eloisa alone is sufficient to convict him (Pope) of 
gross licentumsness.' Thus, out it comes at last- 
Mr. 6. does accuse Pope of ' gross licentiouBness,' 
and grounds tlie charge upon a poem. The lion- 
tiousness is a ■ grand peut-etre,' according to the 
turn of the times being: — the ffrossTiesa I deny. 
On the contrary, I do believe that such a subject 
never was, nor ever could be, treated by any poet 
with so much delicacy mingled with, at the same 
time, such true and intense passion. Is the ' Atyt' 
of Catullus licentious 9 No, nor even gross ; and 
yer Catullus is olien a coarse writer. The sulked 
is nearly the same, except that Atys was the suidde 
of his manhood, and Abelard the victim. 

" The ' licentiousness' of the story was not Popt't, 
— it was a fact. All that it had of gross he has 
softened; all that it had of mdelicate be has pun^ 
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£ed; all that it Iiad of passionate he has beautified ; 
all that it had of holy he has hallowed. Mr. Camp- 
bell has admirably marked this in a few words (I 
quote from memory), in drawing the distinction 
between Pope and Dryden, and pointing out where 
Dryden was wanting, ' I fear,' says he, ' that had 
I the aubject of ' Eloisa' fallen into his (Dryden's) 
lends, that he would have given us but a coarse 
dtaft of her passion.' Never was the delicacy of 
Pope 80 much shown as in this poem. With the 
&cts and the letters of ' Eioisa' he has done what 
DO other mind but that of the best and purest 
of poets could have accomplished with such ma- 
terials. Ovid, Sappho (in tlie Ode called hers) — 
! have of ancient, all that we have of 
modem poetry, sinks into nothing compared with 
bim in this production. 

;ar no more of this trash about ' licen- 
tinuBDess.' Is not ' Anacreon' taught in our schools? 
—translated, praised, and edited? and are the En- 
glish schools or the English women the more cor- 
t for all this? 'When you have thrown the 
Bts into the fire, it will be time to denounce 
'Licentiousness!' — there is more 
■chief and sapping licentiousness in a single 
k prose novel, in a Moravian hymn, or a 
tL comedy, than in all the actual poetry that 
B penned or poured forth since the rhapsodies 
The sentimental anatomy of Rousseau 
3 Mad. de S. are far more formidable than any 
I quantity of verse. They are so, because they sap 
L Ibeprinciplesbyrecuoniw^ upon the jNUsiOTM; where- 
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as ptKtry IB in itself passion, and does not sjstema^ 

but does not argue ; it may be wrong, but 

it does not assume pretensions to optimism. " 

Mr. Bowles having, in his pamphlet, complMnrf 
of some anonymous communication which be hi 
received, Lord Byron thus comments on the <» 



" I agree with Mr. B. that the intention wu 10 
annoy him ; but I fear that this was answered bjMi 
notice of the reception of the criticism. An ai 
moua writer lias but one means of knovving the 
of his attack. In this he has the superiority ovar 
the viper ; he knows that his poison has taken e~ 
when he hears the victim cry ; — the adder is 
The best reply to an anonymous 
take no notice directly nor indirectly. 
Mr. B, could see only one or two of the thousaai 
which I have received in the course of a literaiy 
life, which, though begun early, has not yet exteodfid 
to a third part of his existence as an author. ] _, 
of ^tteror^ life only ; — were I toadd^»-w7>a^,lini^ 
double the amount of ansnymouf letters. If he 
but see the violence, the threats, theabsurdi^ofd 
wliole tiling, he would laugh, and so should !> 
thus be both gainers. 

" To keep up the farce, within the last moolbo 
this present writing (1821), I have had my " 
threatened in the same way which menaced Mr. IW 
iame, excepting that the anonymous denundaliM 
was addressed to the Cardinal Legate of Ronu^M 
instead of to " • * '. I append the menace in i 
ita barbaric but literal Italian, that Mr. B. m^l) 



; and as this is the only ' promise to pay' 
Italians ever keep, bo my peraon has been 
as much exposed to ' a shot in the gloaming' 
John Healherbl utter' (see Waverley), as ever 
Kr. B, 'a glory was from an editor. I am, neverthe- 
^Ht, on Iiorseback and lonely for some hours (otte of 
tliem twilight) in the forest daily ; and this, because 
It was my ' custom in the afternoon,' and that I be- 
ferc if the tyrant cannot escape amidst his guards 
l^ould it be so written), so the humbler individual 
iTOuld find precautions useless." 

The following just tribute to my Reverend Friend's 
neritB as a poet I have peculiar pleasure in extract- 

" Mr. Bowles bas no reason to ' succumb' but to 
Hr. Bowles. As a poet, the author of ' The Mis- 
Honary' may compete with the foremost of his 
contemporaries. Let it be recollected, that all my 
irevious opinions of Mr. Bowles's poetry were wj7t(- 
Im long before the publication of his last and best 
poem; and that a poet's last poem should be his 
best, is his highest praise. But, however, he may 
doly and honorably rank with his living rivals," &c. 
(tc. &c- 

Among various Addenda for this pamphlet, sent 
$t different times to Mr. Murray, I find the following 
curious passages : — 

" It is worthy of remark that, after all this outcry 
■bout * in-door nature' and ■ artificial images,' Pope 
was the principal inventor of that boast of the En- 
glish, Modem Gardening. He divides this honour 
rjTt' Milton. Hear Warton : — 'It hence appears 



that this enchantitiff art of modern gardening, i 
which tl)is kingdom claims a preference over ever; 
Dation in Europe, chiefly owes ite origin and iU im- 
provements to two great poets, Milton and Popi.' 

" Walpole (no friend to Pope) asserts that Pojie 
formed Ken£i taste, and that Kent was the artigtto 
whom the EngUsh are chiefly indebted for dlfiiuii^ 
' a taste in laying out grounds.' The design of tbe 
Prince of Wales's garden was copied from Pope't at 
Twickenham. Warton applauds ' his singular eSait 
of art and taste, in impressing so much variety ud 
scenery on a spot of five acres.' Pope was thejW 
who ridiculed tlie ' formal, French, Dutch, false mi 
unnatural taste in gardening,' both in proie itii 
verse. (See, for the former, ' The Guardian.') 

" ' Pope has given not only some of our_^^buI 
best rules and observations on Arehtlecture and Gar- 
dening.' (See Warton's Essay, vol.ii. p. 237,S:c.4e.) 

" Now, is it not a shame, afler this, to hear our 
Lakers in ' Kendal green,' and our Bucolical Cock- 
neys, crying out (the latter in a wilderness of bricki 
and mortar) about ' Nature,' and Pope's ' artifidd 
in-door l{Bbits ? ' Pope had seen all of nature ihU 
Etifflandsione can supply. Hewasbredin Wiodaor 
Forest, and amidst the beautiful scenery of Eton; he 
lived familiarly and frequently at the country eeaB 
of Bathurst, Cobham, Burlington, Pelerborot^lii 
Digby, and Bolingbroke ; amongst whose seats wu 
to be numbered Slowe. He made his own little 
' five acrea ' a model to Princes, and to the first of 
our artists who imitated nature. Warton thiaki 
* that tlie most engaging of Kenfs works was alM 
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planned on the model of Pope's, — at ieast in the 
opening and retiring shades of Venus'a Vale.' 

" It is true that Pope was infirm and deformed ; 
but he could walk, and he could ride (he rode to 
Oxford from London at a stretch), and he was 
femous for an exquisite eye. On a tree at Lord 
Baihurst's is carved, ' Here Pope sang,' — he com- 
posed beneath it. Bolingbroke, in one of his letters, 
represents them botl) writing in a hajfield. No poet 
ever admired Nature more, or used her better, than 
Pope has done, as I will undertake to prove from 
his iTorks, prose and verse, if not anticipated in so 
easy and agreeable a labour. I remember a passage 
in Walpole, somewhere, of a genUeman who wished 
to give directions about some willows to a man who 
had long served Pope in his grounds : ' 1 understand, 
fir,' he replied: ' you would have them hang down, 
nr, umiewAat poetical.' Now if nothing existed but 
this little anecdote, it would suffice to prove Pope's 
ttale for Nature, and the impression which he had 
made on a common-minded man. But I have 
ilrendy quoted Warton and Walpole (both his ene- 
mies), and, were it necessary, 1 could amply quote 
Pope himself for such tributes to Nature as no poet 
of the present day has even approached- 

" His various excellence is really wonderfiil ; ar- 
diilectore, painting, gardening, all are alike subject 
to his genius. Be it remembered, that English 
gardening is the purposed perfectioning of niggard 
Nature, and that without it England is but a hedge- 
■nd-ditch, double-post-and-rail, Houn slow-heath and 
Clapham-common sort of a country, since the prin- 
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cipal foreatB have been felled. It ia, In general, &i 
from a picturesque country. The case is diSeieilt 
with Scotland, Wales, and Ireland; and I except 
also the lake countiea and Derbyshire, togE 
with Eton, Windsor, and my own dear Harroir on 
the Hill, and some spots near the coast. In Ae 
present rank fertility of ' great poets of the age,' 
and ' schools of poetry' — a word which, like ' sd 
of eloquence' and of ' philosophy,' is never ii 
duced till tlie decay of the art has increased with tlie 
number of its professors — in the present day, theo, 
there have sprung up two sorts of Naturals ; — die 
Lakers, who whine about Nature because they lire 
in Cumberland ; and their under-sect (which some 
one has maliciously called the ' Cockney SchoolT, 
who are enthusiastical for the country because they 
live in London. It is to be observed, that the rus- 
tical founders are rather anxious to disclaim any 
connection with their metropolitan followers, whom 
they ungraciously review, and call cockneys, atheistSi 
foolish fellows, bad writers, and other hard named 
not less ungratefiil than unjust. I can understand 
the pretensions of the aquatic gentlemen of Winde^ 
mere to what Mr. B • • terms ' eniusttmua/' fa 
lakes, and mountains, and daffodils, and buttercnpi! 
but I should be glad to be apprised of the foundadw 
of the London propensities of their imitative bre- 
thren to the same ' high argument' Southey, Words- 
worth, and Coleridge have rambledover half Europe, 
and seen Nature in most of her varieties (although I 
think that they have occasionally not used her vei^ 
; but what on eartii — of earth, and sea, and 
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lature — have the others seen? Not a half, nor a 
EDth part GO much as Pope. While they sneer at 
is Windsor Forest, have they ever seen any thing 
f Windsor except itt bruA? 

" When they liave really seen life — when they 
aye felt it — when they have travelled beyond the 
IT distant boundariea of the wilds of Middlesex — 
rhen they have overpassed the Aips of Highgate, 
md traced to its sources the Nile of the New River 
-then, and not tUl then, can it properly be per- 
nitted to them to despise Pope ; who had, if not in 
Wales, been near it, when he described bo beauti- 
'% the 'artificial' works of the Benefactor of 
IJature and mankind, the ' Man of Ross,' whose 
lictare, still suspended in the parlour of the inn, 
I have 80 often contemplated with reverence for his 
Banory, and admiration of the poet, without whom 
iven hia own still existing good works could hardly 
Ure preserved his honest renown. 

" if they had said nothing of Pt^, they might 
Vxe remained ' alone with their glory' for aught I 
ilioold have said or thought about them or their non- 
lense. But if they interfere with the little ' Nightin- 
[lle' of Twickenham, they may find others who will 
"ear it — /won't. Neither time, nor distance, nor 
?ief, nor age, can ever diminish my veneration for 
iim, who is the great moral poet of all times, of ail 
limes, of all feelings, and of all stages of existence, 
the delight of my boyhood, the study of my man- 
iwd, perhaps (if allowed to me to attain it) he may 
K the consolation of my age. His poetry is the 
^Wk of Life. Without canting, and yet without 
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neglecting, religioD, lie has assembled all that a good 
and great man can gather togetiierof moral wisdom 
clolhed in consummate beauty. Sir William Temple 
observes, ' That of all tjie members of mankind tliat 
live within the compass of a thousand years, for tat 
man that is bom capable ofmakinga^reo^^oef there 
may be a thousaiid born capable of making as gie« 
generals and ministers of state as any in sloij. 
Here is a statesman's opinion of poetry : it is honoiu^ 
able to him and to the art. Such a 'poet ofl 
thousand years' was Pope. A thousand yetunwDl 
roll away before such another can be hoped for il 
our literature. But it can want tham 
is a literature. 

" One word upon his so brutally abused translatim 
of Homer. ' Dr. Clarke, whose critical exactness s 
well known, has not been able to point out abate 
three or four mistakes in (/le sense through thewhde 
liiad. The real faults of the translation are of B 
different kind.' So says Warton, himself a schcto. 
It appears by this, then, that he avoided the chief 
fault of a translator. As to its other faults, tbej 
consist in his having made a beautiful English poeD 
of a sublime Greek one. It will always halil< 
Cowper and all the rest of the blank pretenders miy 
do their best and their worst ; they will never wrend 
Pope from the hands of a single reader of sense soi^ 
feeling. 

" The grand distinction of the under forms of du 
new school of poets is their vulgarity. By this I d" 
not mean that they are coarse, but ' shabby-get' 
teel,' as it is termed. A man may be coarse^Sje 



not vulgar, and the reverse. Bums is often coarse, 
Intt never vulgar. Ciiatterton is never vulgar, nor 
Wordsworth, nor the higher of the Lake school, 
though they treat of low life in all its branches. It 
ii m their ,;fn«r^ that the new under school are masl 
Tulgar, and they may be known by this at once ; as 
whit we called at Harrow ' a Sunday blood ' might 
be eaBpy distinguished from a gentleman, although 
his clothes might be better cut, and his boots the 
best blackened, of the two ; — probably because he 
niBde the one or cleaned the other with his own 



" In the present case, I speak of writing, not of 
perBons. Of the latter, I know nothing ; of the 
former, I judge as it is found. ■ " They may be 
honourable and genttemaaly men, for what I know, 
but the latter quality is studiously excluded from 
their publications. They remind me of Mr. Smith 
and the Miss Broughtons at the Hampstead Assem- 
Wy, in ' Evelina.' In these things (in private life, 
U least) I pretend to some small experience : be- 
cause, in the course of my youth, I have seen a little 
irf all sorts of society, from the Christian prince and 
the Mussulman sultan and pacha, and the higher 
ranks of their countries, down to the London boxer, 
ihe 'Jkuk and the svxll,' the Spanish muleteer, the 
irandering Turkish dervise, the Scotch highlander, 
snd the Albanian robber ; — . to say nothing of the 
curious varieties of Italian social life. Far be it 
&ora me to presume that there are now, or can be, 
such a thing as an artstocracy ai poels ; but there 
u a nobility of thought and of style, open to all 
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■iBtiont, anil derived partly from talent, and pardj 
from education, — which is to be found in Shit 
Epeare, and Pope, and Bums, no less than in Dante 
and Alheri, but which \s oowhere to be perceived m 
the mock birds and bards of Mr. Hunt's Utile cho- 
rus. If I were asked to define what this gentlemaa- 
linesa is, I should say that it is only to be defined 
by examples — of those who have it, and those who 
have it not. In life, 1 should say that most miUiaty 
men have it, and few naval; that several men of 
rank have it, and few lawyers ; tliat it is more fre- 
quent among authors than divines (when they are 
not pedants) ; that/encij^-masters have more of it 
than dancing-masters, and singers than players ; and 
that (if it be not an Irishism to say so) it is far mofe 
generally diffused among women than among men. 
In poetry, as well as vniting in general, it will never 
moAe entirely a poet or a poem ; butncitherpoetnor 
poem will ever be good for any thing without it- It 
is the »aft of society, and the seasoning of compoM- 
tion. Vvlffaritff is far worse than downright Worf- 
guardism ; for the latter comprehends wit, humour, 
and strong sense at times ; while the former is a sail 
abortive attempt at all things, ' signifying nothing-' 
It does not depend upon low themes, or even lo*' 
language, for Fielding revels in both ; — but is be 
ever vulgar f No. You see the man of educatioBi 
the gentleman, and the scholar, sporting with hie 
subject, — its master, not its slave. Your vulgW 
writer is always most vulgar the higher his subject: 
as the man who showed the menagerie at Pidcoeii*' 
waa wont to say, ' This, gentlemen, is the Eagle of 
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the SuHf from Archangel in Russia : the otterer it is, 
the igherer he flies.' 
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In a note on a passage relative to Pope's lines 
upon Lady Mary W. Montague, he says — 

^ I think that I could show, if necessary, that Lady 
Mary W. Montague was also greatly to hlame in 
that quarrel, not for having rejected, hut for having 
encouraged him; hut I would rather decline the 
taak — though she should have remembered her own 
line, ^ He comes too near, that comes to be denied/ 
I admire her so much — her beauty, her talents — 
that I should do this reluctantly. I, besides, am so 
attached to the very name of Mary, that as Johnson 
once said, < If you called a dog Harvey y I should love 
him ;' so, if you were to call a female of the same 
species ' Mary,' I should love it better than others 
(biped or quadruped) of the same sex with a different 
appellation. She was an extraordinary woman : she 
could translate Epictetus^ and yet write a song worthy 
of Aristippus. The lines, 

<< * And when the long hours of the public are past. 

And we meet, with cliampaigne and a chicken, at last. 
May every fond pleasure that moment endear ! 
Be banish'd afar both discretion and fear ! 
Forgetting or scorning the airs of the crowd, 
He may cease to be formal, and I to be proud, 
TiU,* &c &c. 

There, Mr. Bowles I — what say you to such a supper 
with such a woman ? arid her own description too ? 
Is not her < champaigne and chicken ' worth a forest 
•r two ? Is it not poetrv ? It appears to me that this 
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s the ';w^' of the whole ^bias 
of Epicurus ■ — I mean the practical philosophy 
Uis school. Dot the precepts of the master; if" 
tun been wo long at the university not to know 
tbe philtMaphR was himself a moderate man. 
^Icr bU. wtMild not some of us have been as 
fiwls as Pope ? For my part, I wonder that, with! 
qukt fwliiuts, herroquetiy. and his disappointmenl, 
he aid no more. — instead of writing some liMS, 
which are to be condemned if felse, and regretted rf 

L«»«-t*l. TO MR. HOPPNER. 

" RaTcnna, May H. !«•■ 

" If I had but known your notion about Switter- 
land before. I should hare adopted it at once. As tt 
u, I shall let the cbdd remain in her convent, where 
she seems healthy and happy, for the present ; but 
I shall feel much obliged if you will enquire, when 
you are in the cantons, about the usual and betl« 
modes of education there for females, and let me 
Know the result of your opinions. It is some con- 
solaiion that both Mr. and Airs. Shelley have written 
to approve entirely my placing the chUd with thi 
nuuB for the present. I can refer to my whole con 
duct, as having neiUier spared care, kindness, no 
expaise, smce the chfld was sent to me. Th 
peop e may say „.hat they please, I r^ust Cont« 

rjdr;iT"^"^ ^^ ^- ^«— > '••"•^^ 

there ,s a large establiahn.ent for education, a> 
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many children, some of considerable rank, placed in 
II. Afi a cotMtry taivo, it is less liable to objections 
of every kind. It has always appeared to me, that 
ibe moral defect in Italy does not proceed from a 
otHKntito/ education, — because, to my certain know- < 
ledge, they come out of their convents iunocent eren 
V) igiwrance of moral evil, — but to the state of go- 
ciely into which they are directly plunged on 
coming out of it. It is like educating an infant on 
s mountain-top, and then taking him to the sea and 

I throwing him into it and desiring him to swim. 

r The evil, however, though still too general, is partly 
wearing away, aa the women are more permitted 
to marry from attachment: this is, I believe, the 
cue also in France. And after ail, what is the 
h^her society of England ? According to my own 
atperience, and to all that I have seen and heard 
(md I have lived there in the very highest and what 
IB called the best), no way of life can be more cor- 
nipt In Italy, however, it is, or rather was, more 
^/UEBuUised ; but now, they themselves are ashamed 
^regular Serventism. In England, the only homage 
which they pay to virtue is hypocrisy. I speak of 
course of the tone of high life, — the middle ranks 
may be very virtuous. 

"I have not got any copy (nor have yet had) of the 
letter on Bowles ; of course I should be delighted to 
send it to you. How is Mrs H ? well again, I 
hope. Let me know when ton set out I regret 
that I cannot meet you in tht Bernese Alps this 
ninmier, as I once hoped and intended \N ith my 
be« respects to madam, I am iier, Src. 
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" P. S. I gave to a musicians- a letter for y 
some lime ago — has he presented himself? Petb^ 
you could introduce him to the lograms and o 
dilettanti. He is simple and unassuming — ^l 
strange things in his profeBsion — and he fiddles Ub I 
Orpheus himself or Aniphion: 'tis a pity that be I 
can't make Venice dance away from the brutal Ijrast T 
who tramples upon it." 

Lhter 4S5. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" M»y li 

" A Milan paper states that the play has been 
represented and universally condemned. Aa remOD- 
strance has been vain, complaint would be useless. 
I presume, liowever, for your own sake (if not fa 
nine), tliat you and my other friends will bave at 
least published my different protests against it 
brought upon the stage at all ; and have shown llol 
EUiston (in spite of the writer)_^ced it upon tie 
theatre. It would be nonsense to say that this baa 
not vexed me a good deal, but I am not dejected 
and I shall not take the usual resource of blaming 
the public (which was in the right), or toy friendi 
for not preventing — what they could not hclp) HW 
I neither — a forced representation by a speculatiog 
manager. It is a pity that you did not show then 
its unfitness for the stage before the play was pv^ 
tisfied, and exact a promise from the managers not 
to act it. In case of their refusal, we would not have 
published it at all. But ibis is too late. 

" Your*. 
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" P. S. I enclose Mr. Bowles's letters ; thank him 
in my name for their candour and kindness. — Also 
a letter for Hodgson, which pray forward. The 
Milan paper states that I ' brought forward the 
pkxy ! ! !* This is pleasanter still. But don't let 
yourself be worried about it ; and if (as is likely) the 
folly of Elliston checkif the sale, I am ready to make 
any deduction, or the entire cancel of your agree- 
ment. 

" You will of course not publish my defence of 
Gilchrist, as, after Bowles's good humour upon the 
subject, it would be too savage. 

" Let me hear from you the particulars ; for, as 
yet, I have only the simple fact. 

" If you knew what I have had to go through 
here, on account of the failure of these rascally 
Neapolitans, you would be amused ; but it is now 
apparently over. They seemed disposed to throw 
the whole project and plans of these parts upon me 
chiefly." 

Letter 426. TO MR. MOORE. 

"May 14. 1821 

" If any part of the letter to Bowles has (uninten- 
tionally, as far as I remember the contents) vexed- 
you, you are fully avenged ; for I see by an Italian 
paper that, notwithstanding all my remonstrances 
through all my friends (and yourself among the rest), 
the managers persisted in attempting the tragedy, 
and that it has been * unanimously hissed 1 1 * This 
is the consolatory phrase of the Milan paper, (which 

VOL. V. N 
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detests rae cordially, and abuses me, on oil so 
casions, as a Liberal,) with the addition that i 
' brought the play out' of my own good will. 

" All tbis IB vexatious enough, and seems a sort ol 
dramatic Calvinism — predestined damnation, with- 
out a sbner's own fault. I took all the pains poOi 
mortal could to prevent this Snevitable catastroplie 
— partly by appeals of all kinds up to tbe Lord 
Chamberlain, and partly to the fellows themsdves 
But, as remonstrance was vain, complaint is useless 
I do not understand it — for Murray's letter of tht 
24th, and all his preceding ones, gave me tin 
strongest hopes that there would be no represent 
Btion. As yet, I know nothing but the fact, whid 
I presume to be true, as the date is Paris, and thf 
30th. They must have been in a hell of a hurtj 
for this damnation, since I did not even know thai 
it was published ; and, without its being first pub 
lished, the bistrions could not bave got hold o 
it. Any one might bave seen, at a glance, that ^ 
was utterly impracticable for tbe stage ; and tlui 
little accident will by no means enhance its merit ii 
the closet. 

" Well, patience is a virtue, and, I suppose, prac 
tice will make it perfect Since last year (sprinj 
that is) I have lost a lawsuit, of great importancf 
on Rochdale collieries — have occasioned a divorc 
— have had my poesy disparaged by Murray an 
the critics — my fortune refused to be placed on a 
advantageous settlement (in Ireland) by tlie trusttf 
— my life threatened last month (tbey put aboot 
paper here to excite an attempt at my assassinatioJ 



1821. LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 179 

in account of politics, and a notion which the priests 
lisseminated that I was in a league against the Ger- 
mans,) — and, finally, my mother-in-law recovered 
last fortnight, and my play was damned last week I 
These are like * the eight-and-twenty misfortunes of 
Harlequin.' But they must be borne. If I give 
in, it shall be afler keeping up a spirit at least. I 
should not have cared so much about it, if our 
flouthern neighbours had not bungled us all out of 
freedom for these five hundred years to come. 

*< Did you know John Keats ? They say that he 
was killed by a review of him in the Quarterly — if 
he be dead, which I really don*t know. I don*t under- 
stand that yte^^t^jusensitiveness. What I feel (as 
at this pf€sent) is an immense rage for eight-and- 
forty hours, and then, as usual — • unless this time it 
should last longer. I must get on horseback to 
quiet me. Yours, &c. 

« Francis I. wrote, after the battle of Pavia, * All 
is lost except our honour.' A hissed author may 
reverse it — * Nothing is lost, except our honour* 
But the horses are waiting, and the paper full. I 
wrote last week to you." 



LmEK 427. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, May 19. 1821. 

" By the papers of Thursday, and two letters of 
%• Einnaird^I perceive that the Italian gazette had 
^^ most ItalicaUyy and that the drama had not been 
^^isied, and that my friends had interfered to prevent 

N 2 
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I the representation. So it seeras they contbue to ' 
act it, in apite of u9 all : for this we must ' trouble 
them at 'size.' Let it by all means be brought tos 
plea; 1 am determined to try the right, and wiQ 
meet the expenses. The reason of the Lombwdlie 
was that the Austrians— who keep up an Inquiaitioa 
throughout Italy, and a list of names of all who thinit 
Jr speak of any thing but in favour of their despotism 
— have for five years past abused nie in every fiint 
n the Gazette of Milan, &c. 1 wrote to you a wed 
ago on the subject. 
" Nfow I should be glad to know what compensalim 
jl^^ Mr. Elliston would make me, not only ibr draggms 
^^KjDiy writings on the stage in Jive days, but for tieiog 
^^Hehe cause that I was kept for four days (from Saoiti 
^^^pto Tliursday morning, the only poat-days) in the 
ie^ef that the Irag/edy had been acted and ' unsni- 
raoualy hissed ;' and this with the addition thsl^ 
;-had brought it upon the stage,' and consefjuenlly 
^- y'Um none of my friends had attended to my requal 
, I to the contrary. Suppose that I had burst a blood- 
J rvesseJ, like John Keats, or blown my brains out in . 
J fit of rage, — neither of which would have be« 

^ Uml.kely a few years ago. At present I am.luckilj, ' 
^mer than I used to be, and yet I would not pi» 
«.ose four days over again for- I know not wM,' 

on tliis oc *■""' *'*^^"' '■y Madame Guiccioli, of his biii1>7 
was, in sp:,rof"w*^"? ""'""^'^"'^ «>» own : — " His quM 
by the altack. u.i,-'^*^ ' °^" liistorbed by public evmU, li 
journal* Uvi-lird ^^ V^""""^"? '" ^'^ =h:iracU^ ot ™ih«. «« 
indiflWent .„ .u__ ""■. ^" '"i" did lie crotesl thai be ■» 
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ote to you to keep up your Bpirits, for re- 
s useless always, and irritating — but my 



til innojBnce was, ii 



Ml ifftii, be wrote ia me in the follonisg moDiier: — ■ You 

lam licrificed in every way, without knowing the why or the 
lio^/re. The tragedy in question is not (nor ever h-bs) 
■riHen for, or adapted to, the stage ; ncvertbeleas, the plan 
li Wt ramanttci it ia rather regular than otherwise ; — in 
pciiK of unity of lime, indeed, perfectly regular, and failing 
»l ihghtly in unity of place. You well know whether it was 

ide, and at a period assuredly rather more Iragkal to me as a 
ton than as an atillior, fDryau were in affliction and peril. 
a the mean time, I leain from your Gazette that a cabal and 
■^ has been formed, while I myself have never taken the 
ighteat step in the business. It is s^d that the autlior read 
■loud ! 1 ! — here, probably, at Ravenna ? — and to whom ? 
iftapstoFlelcher!!!— that illustrious Dterarycharacter,"'&c. 
c — " Ma peril In sua trsnr|uilUtil era suo tnalgrado sayenle 
[enta dalle puhliche vicende, e daglz attachi che spesso si 



□ri. Ma per quanlo fosse breve quella impressione era 
lEiai forte per furlo molio soffrire e per affliggere quelli 
amavano. Tuttocio che ebbe luogo per la rappresenta- 
del suo Marino Faliero lo inquieto pure maltissimo e 
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1 

'sei like I t 



feelings were very much hurt, to be dragged like 
gladiator to the fate of agludiatot by that 'retiariuh 
Mr. ElIistOD. Ab to his defence and offers of cam- 
pensation, what is all this to the purpose ? It is like 
Louis the Fourteenth, who insisted upon buying at 
anyprice Algernon Sydney's horse, and, on his refiM 
on taking it by force, Sydney shot his horse. I codd 
not shoot my tragedy, but I would have flung it into 
the fire rather than have had it represented. 

" I have now written nearly three acts of another 
(intending to complete it in five), and am more 
anxious than ever to be preserved from such abreadi 
of all literary courtesy and gentlemanly conaidet- 

"If we succeed, well : if not, previous to wy 
future publication, we will request a promise not to 
be acted, which I would even pay fijr (as money fi 



dietraad 


UQ anicolo di una 


Gai 


etta di Miitmo 


iDCiusipulen 


di quell 


affare egli 


uii scriese 


cosi - ' Ec™ 


la T«iti & A 


Che io r 


ditsi pucli 


giomi 


^ 


come vengo sa 


crificalo in taW 


lemanie 


re Kza sape 


eiljfT 


■cki 


il come. La 


Cragediadind 


aip-rU 


non k (e no 




ui) 


niiicriUangadai<nlaKllom) 


ma non 


k perd mn 


antico 




regolari 




uriia 


de 


tempo, e m 


incando poW * 


quellad 


1 siw. Vo! 


sapete 


ben 


se io avcva in 


en«one di fW« 


rapprese 


itare, pulclH 


erase 


rittft 


aivDMroRanc 


e nei mi»»<<l> 


per cett. 


piu (ragid per n 




omB vomo che 




perch^ 








ed in pericolr) 


Intantoienn 


dallBTO* 


[ra Gazetta 


cheua 


naU 


una cahal», u 


npartilo.BKoa 


ch' io yi 


abbia preta 


amln 


ma 


parte. 8i die 


chc taiam w 


'™ la kllura 1 1 1 




r»rsi 


? a Ravenn 


?-ed adi! 


forsBsFUlcher!!! 


-quel 


llu 


ire litteralo,' ' 


&C&C 



\m LIFB OF LOHD BYBON, 183 

theirobject), or I will not publish — which, however, 
jou will probably not much regret. 

" The Chancellor has behaved nobly. You have 
did conducted yourself in the most satisfactory 
manner ; and 1 have no fault to find with any body 
bat the Btage-players and their proprietor. I was 
always so civil to Elliston personally, that he ought 
to have been the last to attempt to injure me. 

" There b a most rattling thunder-storm peltiog 
Iwsyat this present writing; so that I write neither 
bj day, nor by candle, nor torchlight, but by light- 
mg light : the flashes are as brilliant as the most 
gaseous glow of the gas-light company. My chini' 
ley-board has just been thrown down by a gust of 
wind: I thought that it was the ' Bold Thunder" 
lad 'Brisk Lightning" in person. — Three of us 
I Would be too many. There it goee^Jiash again I 
but 



I I' 

u I have done by and upon Mr. Elliston. 

" Why do you not write? You should at least 
tend me a line of particulars : I know nothing yet 
but by Galignani and the Honourable Douglas. 

" Well, and how does our Pope controversy go 
on? and the pamphlet? It is impossible to write 
lay news: the Austrian scoundrels rummage all 
lelteri. 

" P. S. I could have sent you a good deal of 
gOBup and some real information, were it not that 
an letters pass through the Barbarians' inspection, 



and I have no wish to inform l/iem of any thing but 
my utier abhorrence of lliem and theirs. Thej 
e only conquered by treachery, however. 



:.ittrb428, to MR, MOORE. 

" Ituverma, May 20. IE!), 

" Since I wrote to you last week I have received 
English letters and papers, by which I perceive tkl 
what I took for an Italian frui/i is, after all, a Freadi 
lie of the Gazette de France. It contains two ultra- 
falsehoods in as many lines. Id the first place, Lord B. 
did not bring forward his play, but opposed tbe 
Bame ; and, secondly, it was not condemned, but if 
continued to be acted, in despite of publisher, authWi 
Lord Chancellor, and (tor aught I know to the con- 
trary) of audience, up to the first of May, at least— 
the latest date of my letters. You will oblige me, 
then, by causing Mr. Gazette of France to contradict 
himself, which, I suppose, he is used to. I never 
answer a foreign criticism ,- but this is a mere luaticr 
oi fact, and not of opiniom. I presume that yon 
have English and Freuch interest enough to do this 
for me — though, to be sure, as it is nothing but tJw 
truth which we wish to state, the insertion maybe 
more difScult. 

" As I have written to you often lately at some 
length, I won't bore you further now, than by b^- 
ging you to comply with my request ; and I presume 
the 'esprit du corps' (is it ' du" or ' deP'for this !■ 
more than I know) will sufiicieDtly urge you, U 



of ' 0Wf,' to set this affair in its real aspect. 
eve me always yours ever and most affection- 



cnii429. TO MR. HOPPNER. 

" Rnveaiu, May 35. lesl. 

I am very mach pleased with what you say of 

tzerland, and will ponder upon it. I would ra- 
r she married there than here for that matter. 
> fortune, I shall make all that 1 can spare (if I 
) and ^e is correct in her conduct) ; and if I die 
are she is settled, I have ief^ her by will five 
usand pounds, which is a fair provision out of 
^land for a natural child. I shall increase it all 
an, if circumstances permit me ; but, of course 
» all other human things), this is very uncertain. 
' You will oblige me very much hy interfering to 
e the FACTS of the play-acting stated, as these 
undrels appear to be organising a system of abuse 
linst me, because I am in their ■ list.' I care 
hing tor l/ieir criticism, but the matter of fact. 
ave written four acts of another tragedy, so you 

they can't bully me. 
' You know, I suppose, that they actually keep a 

of all individuals in Italy who dislike them — it 
St be numerous. Their suspicions and actual 
rms, about my conduct and presumed intentions 
the late row, were truly ludicrous — though, not 
bore you, I touched upon them lighdy. They 
ieved, and still believe here, or affect to believe 
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it, tliat the whole plan and project of riein^ 
settled by me, and the meant furnished, &i 
All this was more fomented by the barbarian a; 
who are numerous here (one of ihern was sti 
yesterday, by the way, but not daogerouslj 
and although when the Commandant was shot 
before my door in December, I took him int 
house, where he had every assistance, till he dii 
Fletcher's bed; and although not one of them i 
to receive him into their houses but myself, 
leaving him to perish in the night in the st 
they put up a paper about three months ag< 
nouncing me as the Chief of the Liberals, 
stirring up persons to assassinate me. But thiK 
never silence nor bully my opinions. All this 
from the German Barbarians." 

Letteb 430. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, May 25, 
" Mr. Moray, 

omce I wrote the enclosed a week ago, ani 
some weeks before, I have not had a line ftom ' 
now, I should be glad to know upon wliat prini 
of common or »»common feeling, you leave me ■ 
out any information but what I derive from g, 
^ettes in English, and abusive ones in Italg 
Germans hating me as a coal-Aeaver), whivJ! 

you are negligent. **» 

"So, I hear Bowlea has been abusing 
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If that's the case, he has broken the truce, like Mo- 
rillo's successor, and 1 will cut him out, as Cochrane 
did the Esmeralda. 

" Since I wrote the enclosed packet, I have com- 
pleted (but not copied out) four acts of a new tra- 
gedy. When I have finished the fifth, I will copy it 
out. It is on the subject of < Sardanapalus,' the 
last king of the Assyrians. The words Queen and 
Pavilion occur, but it is not an allusion to his Bri- 
tannic Majesty, as you may tremulously imagine. 
This you will one day see (if I finish it), as I have 
made Sardanapalus brave, (though voluptuous, as 
history represents him,) and also as amiable as my 
poor powers could render him: — so that it could 
neither be truth nor satire on any living monarch. 
I have strictly preserved all the unities hitherto, and 
mean to continue them in the fifth, if possible ; but 
not for the stage. Yours, in haste and hatred, you 
shabby correspondent ! N." 

Lettbr 431. TO MR. MURRAY. 

« Ravenna, May 28. 1821. 

" Since my last of the 26th or 25th, I have 
dashed off my fifth act of the tragedy called « Sar- 
danapalus. ' But now comes the copying over, which 
ii[iay prove heavy work — heavy to the writer as to 
the reader. I have written to you at least six 
times sans answer, which proves you to be a— 
bookseller. I pray you to send me a copy of Mr 
JVrangTumC^ reformation of * Langhome'% Plutarch. 
t have the Greek, which is somewhat small of print, 
s&nd the Italian, which is too heavy in style, and as 



false as a Neapolitan patriot proclamation. 
you also to senil me a Lift;, published some yait 
ago, of the Magician ApoUonius of Tyana. It is b 
English, and I think edited or written by what 
Martin Marprelate calls 'a bouncing priest.' I 
shall trouble you no farther with this sheet than 
with the postage. Yours, Ac. N, 

" P. S. Since I wrote this, I determined to 
enclose it (as a half sheet) to Mr. Kinnaird, who 
will have the goodnetis to forward it. Besides, it 
saves aealiog-wax." 

Letter 432. TO MR, MURRAY. 

" Ravenm, May SO. IBfl. 
" Dear Moray, 

" You say you have written often ; I have onlj 
received yours of the eleventh, which is very short 
By this post, 'mfive packets, I send you the tragedj 
of Sardanapalus, which is written in a rough hand; 
perhaps Mrs. Leigh can help you to decipher it 
You will please to acknowledge it by return of po«t 
You will remark that the unities are al! sljieUy ob- 
served. The scene passes in the same haU alwaja; 
the time, a summer's night, about nine hours, or leas, 
thoi<gh it begins before sunset and ends after sun- 
rise. In tlie third act, when Sardanapalus calls lot 
a mirror to look at hunself in his armour, recoiled 
to quote the Latin passage from Juvenal upon 0(b 
(a similar character, who did the same thing); Gif- 
ford will help you to it. The trait is perhaps too 
familiar, but it is historical, (of Otho, at least,) and 
natural in an etfeminate character." 
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LnnK433. TO MR. HOPPNER. 

" Ravenna, Mnj 31. 1821. 

!,; "I enclose you another letter, which will only 
' toifim] what I have said Co you. 

" About Allegra — I will take some decisive step 
' ia the course of the year ; at present, she is so 
luppy where she is, that perhaps she hail better 
have her alphabel imparted in her convent. 

" What you say of the Danle is the first I have 
lieard of it — all seeming to be merged in the row 
sbout the tragedy. Continue it I — Alasl what could 
Dante himself now prophesy about Italy ? I am glad 
you like it, however, but doubt that you will be sin- 
gular in your opinion. My new tragedy is com- 
pleted. 

" The B * * is right, — I ought to have mentioned 
ller humoMv and amiiAility, but I thought at her 
*i'z^, beauty would he most agreeable or least 
likely. However, it shall be rectified in a new 
edition ; and if any of the parties have either looks 
W qualities which they wish to be noticed, let me 
have a minute of them, I have no private norper- 
mol dislike to Voiiee, rather the contrary, but I 
Barely speak of what is the subject of all remarks 
and all writers upon her present state. Let me 
hear from you before you start. 

" Believe me, ever, &c. 

" P. S. Did you receive two letters of Douglas 

Kinnaird's in an endorse from me ? Remember me 

[0 Mengaldo, Soranzo, and all who care that I should 

remember them. Tlie letter alluded to in the en- 
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closed, ' to the CaTdiaa/,' was in answer to some 
queries of tlie government, about a poor devil of a 
Neapolitan, arrested at Sinigaglia on suspicion, who 
came to beg of me here ; being without breediM, 
and consequently without pockets for halfpence, I 
relieved and forwarded him to his country, and they 
arrested him at Pesaro on suspicion, and have since 
interrogated me (civilly and politely, however,) about 
him. I sent them the poor man's petition, and sudi 
information as I had about him, which I trust will 
get him out again, that is to say, if they give him a 
fair hearing. 

" I am content with the article. Pray, did job 
receive, some posts ago, Moore's lines which 1 eo- 
closed to you, written at Paris f " 

LnTii..l34. TO MR. MOOBE. 

" Ravenna, June 1. 1S91. 

" You have not written lately, as is the usual cut- 
torn with literary gentlemen, to console their fnewls 
with their observations in cases of magnitude. 1 do 
not know whether I sent you my ' Elegy on llie 
recovery of Lady • • : ' — 



" The papers (and perhaps your letters) will have 
put you in possession of Muster Elliston's dramatic 
behaviour. It is to be presumed that the play wu 
fitted for the stage by Mr, Dibdin, who is the tailor 
upon sucli occasions, and will have taken measure 




'ilh his uBual accuracy. I hear that it is still con- 
nued to be performed — a piece of obstinacy for 
hich it IB some consulation to think that the dis- 
nirteous faistrio will be out of pocket. 

" You will be sarprised to hear that I have finished 
lother tragedy mjive acts, observing all the unities 
rictly. It is called ' Sardanapalus,' and was sent 
'last post to England. It is ?iol for the stage, any 
we than the otber was intended for it — and I shall 
ke better care this time that they don't get hold 
't. 
" I have also sent, two months ago, a further letter 

Bowles, &c. ; but he seems to be so taken up 
th my ' respect ' (as he calls it) towards him in 
e former case, that I am not sure that it will be 
iblished, being somewhat too full of < pastime and 
oiligality.' I learn from some private letters of 
jwles'fi, that you were ' the gentleman in asle- 
ika." Who would have dreamed it ? you see what 
ischief that clergyman has done by printing notes 
ithout names. How the deuce was I to suppose 
lat the first four asterisks meant ' Campbell' and 
X ' Pope,' and that the blank signature meant 
liomaa Moore?* You see what comes of being 

* In their eagemtas, like true controventiulists, to avail 
BMeLveq of evf ry passing advantage, and convert even straws 



Bnflhr wWi pirsons. His answers have cot yet 
wrhi'd me, but I unilerBtan<l from Plobhouse, that 



« «r lW hi^Ht litenuy," 






Bppeu 



s pages, 

■* ^mq^am mt cmssed mj mind that 1 had bes 
■ 4> iB^ ^ 11 ; — my cmnniuiucaticms nith 
A dhaii mi aoghlwur having been (far ymi- 
I* &equenl to bHow of such 

s passing from nijl» 

■ LmI ttfttia took the field ngainst Air. BowIb^ 

iuthori»lite' 

1 mvlc fw his I 

designating hin. n 
ia reality, lh( 

Mi. Campbell. TheiiMl 

the mon of this lalnenU" 

■• bwn iDore diierted thai 1 

ttw gentlenuiB in ajtaiikf," 




M OsodlY senicp ; — for. 
» Mr. Bowles, I 
m <Aifc ""^ ■ ^ l*^ pardonaMe \ 

ds authority for an imixd«e</ 
iS nrif daji, which I hod, in tJie aem 



! (H.) is attacked in them. If that be the case, 
Dwles has brolien the truce, (which he himself pro- 
aimed, by the way,) and I must liave at him 

"Did you receive jl h he two or three 

including sheets of M m J 
" There are no new h rest much. A 

erman spy (boast ng hm elf h) was stabbed 
Bt week, but not m tall} Th moment I heard 
lat he went about bull} ng a d boasting, it was 
My for me, or any one else, to foretell what w^ould 
xur to him, which I did, and it came to pass in 
TO days after. He has got off, however, for a 

" A row the other night, about a lady of tlie place, 
etween her various lovers, occasioned a midnight 
ischarge of pistols, hut nobody wounded. Great 
candal, however — planted by her lover — to be 
bruhed by her husband, for inconstancy to her 
l^ular 8ervent£, who is coming home post about it, 
od she herself retired iuconiusion Into the country, 
dthough it is the acme of the opera season. AH 
fce women fiirious against her (she herself having 
Ken censorious) for being found oat. She is a 
ifetty woman — a Countess • • » • — a fine old 
l^BigOth name, or Ostrogoth. 

'tt ■fter-dioner L-onversatiun, tald h[ni at Venire, and nhluh, 
-pleasant in iUelf, and, nhelber Irue or fal«e, hanakss,— 
Wied its sole sting <TOm the mannET in which ths noble di^- 
Nmt triumphantly applied it. Sucb are tlie couEequcnccs of 
"ft near and dear fticnds taking to coalioveny. 
Vot. V. o 



" The Greeks ! what think you ? They are n 
I acquaintances — but what to think I knov ni 
■t us hope lioweomever. 



LEmK43J. TO MR. MOOHE. 

'■ RsTeana, June SS, ISII. 

" Your dwarf of a letter came yesterday. Thai a 
right ; — keep to your ' magnum opus ' — maguope- 
rate away. Now, if we were but [(pettier a little to 
combine our 'Journal of Trevoux I' But it ii 
less to sigh, and yet very natural, — for I thiak jrfli 
and 1 draw better together, in the social line, tfatn 
any two other living authors. 

" I forgot to ask you, if you had seen jour am 
panegyric in the correspondence of Mrs. 'Waterhoiiae 
and Colonel Berkeley? To be sure ihetr moral u 
not quite exact; bat ^our passioa is fuUy eSec&tt; 
and all poetry of the Amatic kind — I mean Asiatic^ 
aa the Romans called ' Asiatic oratory,' and w)' 
because the scenery is Oriental — must be tried ll} 
that test only. I am not quite sure that I ehiU 
allow the Miss Byrons (legitimate or illegitimate) W 
read Lalla Rookh — in the first place, on accouid 
of this &h\A passion; and, in the second, that they 
mayn't discover that there was a better poet ibv 

" You say nothing of politics — but, alas I wb)) 
can be aaidp 



Andtt 



btof, 



i who pull) 

way,— 

11 » John Bull I 



"How do you call your new project? I liave sent 
Murray a new tragedy, ycleped ' Sardanapalus,' 
»rit according to Aristotle — all, save the chorus — 
! could not reconcile me to that. I have begun 
mother, and am in the second act ; — so you see I 
Banter on as usual. 

" Bowles's answers have reached rae ; but I can't 
;o on dbputing for ever, — particularly in a ]>olite 
tanner. I suppose he will take being si/ent for 
Uetuxd. He has been so civil that I can't lind it in 
ay liver to be facetious with liim, — else I had a 
&rage joke or two at his service. * » » 

"1 can't send you the little journal, because it is in 
naidg, and I can't trust it per post. Don't suppose 
t IB any thing particular ; but it will show the inlen- 
ions of the natives at tliat time — and one or two 
Ither things, chiefly personal, like the former one. 

" So, Longman don't bite. — It was my wish to 
tuive made that work of use. Could ynu not raise a 
>Uin upon it (however small), reserving the power 
or redeeming it, on repayment? 

" Are you in Paris, or a villaging ? Jf you are 
Ml the city, you will never resist the Anglo-invasion 
yoo speak of. I do not see an Englishman in half a 
TUT, and, when I do, I turn my horse's head the 
other way. The fact, which you will find in the last 
"els to the Doge, has given me a good excuse for 
luite dropping the least connection with travellers. 
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" I do not recollect the speech jou speak of, bat 
susp^i-t it is not the Doge's, but one of Israel Bet- 
tuccio 10 Calendaro. 1 hope you think that Ellistot 
behaved shamefully — it is my only consolation. 1 
made the Alilanese fellows contradict their lie, nhid 
they did with the grace of people used to it. 

" Yours, i"C. 



"R" 



TO MR. MOORE. 



" Rayemu, July S. IStt 

" How could you suppose that I ever would tdim 
any thing that could be eaid on your account V 
weigh with mef I only regret thai Bowles had UK 
said that you were the writer of that 
afterwards, when out be comes with it, 
letter to Murray, which Murray gends to i 
the controversy I 

" D— n TwiulG, 



z, mill 
aprivaK 



And d— n I 






e fool who rung it — Well! 
h plagues VU Ejuiclcly be delivi 



" I have had a friend of your Mr. Irving'S' 
pretty lad— a Mr. Coolidge, of Boston— 
what too full of poesy and ' entusymusy.' 
very civil to him during his few hours' si 
talked with him much of Irving, whose writings W* I 
my delight. But I suspect that he did not ul* I 
quite so much to me, from his having expedrf I 
to meet a misanthropical gentleman. In wolfsti" 1 
breeches, and answering in fierce monosyllables J 
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instead of a man of this world. I can never gel 
people to understand that poetry is the expression of 
exdUd pasdott, and that there is no such thing as a 
life of passion anj mare than a continuous earth' 
quake, or an eternal fever. Besides, who would ever 
a^ave themselves in such a state ? 

" I have had a curious letter to-day from a girl in 
England (I never saw her), who says she is given 
over of a decline, but could not go out of the world 
frithout thanking me for tlie delight which my poesy 
for several years, &c, &c. &c. It is signed simply 
-M. N. A. and has not a word of ' cant' or preach- 
iUtcnt in it upon any opinions. She merely says 
I tiiM she is dying, and that as I had contributed so 
lughly to her existing pleasure, she thought that 
(be might say ho, begging me to bum her kUer — 
which, by the way, I can not do, as I look upon such 
a letter in such circumstances as better than a 
diploma from Gottingen. I once had a letter from 
Oroatheim, in Norway (but not from a dying wo- 
man), in verse, on the same score of gratulation. 
llieee are the things which make one at times 
' believe one's self a poet. But if I must believe that 
'••*■, and such fellows, are poets also, it is 
belter to be out of the corps. 

in the fifth act of' Foscari," being the 
;edy in twelve months, besides proses ; so 
live that I am not at all idle. And are 
busy ? I doubt that your life at Paris 
'g too much upon your time, which is a pity. 
Can't you divide your day, so as to combine both? 
JIUlTe had plenty of all sorts of worldly business on 
o 3 
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my handB last year, and yet it is not so diffioilc to 
give a few hours to the Muses. Tliis sentence is w 

like ■ • • » that 

" Ever, &c. 
" If we were together, I should publish both my 
plays (periodically) in our JoItU journal. It should 
be our plan to publish all our best things in that 

In the Journal entitled " Detached ThoughU,"! 
find the tribute to his genius which he here men- 
tioDB, as well as some others, thus interestiogly 
dwelt upon. 

<* As far as fame goes (that is to say, living &att] 
I have had my share, perhaps — indeed, eertew^— 
more than my deserts. 

" Some odd instances have occurred to my own 
experience, of the wild and strange places to whidi 
a name may penetrate, and where it may irapreB. 
Two years ago (almost three, being in August V 
July, 1819,) I received at Ravenna a letter, ii 
English verse, from Drontkeim in Norwav writtH 
by a Norwegian, and full of the usual compliments. 
&c. &c. It is still somewhere amongst my papeifc 
In the same month I received an invitation into 
HoUtdniroia & Mr. Jacobsen (I think) of Hamburg: 
also, by the same medium, a translation of Medons 
song in The Corsair by a Westphalian baroness (iwl 
' Thunderton-Tronck"), with some original verses of 
hers (very pretty and K!opstock-ish), and a pri"^ 
translation annexed to them, on the subject o* 
wife : — as they concerned her more than me, I **"' 



1 
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thera to her, together with Mr. Jacobaen'a letter 
It was odd enough to receive an invitation to pass 
the nimmer in Hoklein while in Italy, ftora people I 
sever knew. The letter was addressed to Venice. 
Mr. Jacobsen talked to me of the ' wild roses grow- 
ing in the Holstetn fiummer.' Wliy then did the 
Giinbri and Teutones emigrate? 
'^' "What a strange thing is life and man! Were I to 
'fffesent myself at the door of the house where my 
'daughter now is, the door would be shut in my face 
{_— unless (as is not impossible) I knocked down the 
t|K)rter; and if 1 had gone in that year (and perhaps 
I now) to Drontheim (the furthest town in Norway), 
nor into Holsteb, I should have been received with 
! open arms into the mansion of strangers and fo- 
' rtigners, attached to me by no tie but that of mind 
I and rumour. 

" As far as fame goes, 1 have had my share : it 
lus indeed been leavened by other human contin- 
gencies, and this in a greater degree than has 
OTCurred to moat literary nieo of a decent rank in 
life : but, on the whole, I take it that such equipoise 
b the ccndition of humanity." 

Of the visit, too. of the American gentleman, he 
thus speaks in the seme Journal. 
I " A yoimg American, named Coolidge, called on 
I ine not many months ago. He was intelligent, very 
liandsame, and not more than twenty years old, ac- 
. cording to appearances ; a little romantic, but that 
sits well upon youth, and mighty fond of poesy, as 
may be suspected from his approaching me in my 
cavern. He brought me a message from an old 



servant of my famUy (Joe Murray), and told mr 
that he (Mr. Coolidge) had obtained a copy of mj 
bust from Thorwaldsen at Rome, to send to Americtf 
I confess 1 was more flattered by this young enthu- 
BJasm of a solitary trans- Atlantic traveller, tlian if 
they had decreed me a statue in the Paris Panthew 
(I have seen emperors and demagogues cast down 
from their pedestals even in my own time, and 
Gratton's name rased from the street called aA« 
him in Dublin) ; I say that I was more flattered by 
it, because it was single, unpolitical, and was <rith> 
out motive or ostentation, — the pure and warm 
feeling of a boy for the poet he admired. It nniil 
have been expensive, though; — /would not pay 
the price of a Thorwaldsen bust for any human hesd 
and shoulders, except Napoleon's, or my chfldren'S. 
or some ' absurd womankind's,' as Monkbams callt 
them, — or my sister's. If asked teht/, then, I tal 
for my own? — Answer, that it was at the partjeulsf 
request of J. C. Hohhouse, Esq. and for na one 
else. A picture is a different matter ;— every bodj 
sits for their picture; — but a bust looks like putting 
up pretensions to permanency, and smacks sofaetliii^ 
of a hankering for public fame rather than priwtc 
remembrance, 

" Whenever an American requests to see n* 
(which is not unfirequently), I comply, firstly, I* 
cause I respect a people who acquired their iteeiiiBi 
by their firmness without excess ; and, secondly, ^ 
cause these trans- Atlantic visits, ' few and far Iv- 
tween,* make me feel as if talking with postentf. 
from the other side of the Styx. In a century i'' 
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fo tie new English and Spanish Attantides will be 
asters of the old countries, in all probability, as 
reece and Europe overcame their mother Asia in 
le older or earlier ages, as they are called." 

LnTBi 437. TO MR, MURKAY. 

" Ravenna, Julj 6. 1S2I. 

" In agreement with a wisii expressed by Mr. Hob- 
nue, it is my determination to omit the stanza upon 
le horse of SenaTomis in tlie RftU Cantfi of Don 
lan. I mention this in case you are, or intend to 
;, the publisher of the remaining Cantos. 
" At the particular request of the Contessa G. I 
ave promised not to continue Don Juan. You will 
lerefore look upon these three Cantos as the last 
f the poem. She had read the two first in the 
'reach translation, and never ceased beseeching 
ne to write no more of it. The reason of this is sol 
If first obvious to a superficial observer of foreigk 
DianerB ; but it arises from the wish of all women 
to eaalt the sentiment of the passions, -and to keep 
qi the illusion which is their empire. Now Don 
Jian strips off this allusion, and laughs at that and 
most other things. I never knew a woman who did 
Mi protect Jtousseau, nor one who did not diiilike 
De Graromont, Gil Bias, and all the comedy of the 
["Mstons, when brought out naturally. But ' king's 
liloodmuBt keep word,' as Serjeant Both well says." 
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LirrEB438- TO MR. MURRAT. ^^H 

" July N.T^^P 

" 1 trust that Sardanapalus will not be mistakei ' 
for a political play, which was so far from my inten- - 
tion, that 1 thought of nothing but Asiatic history. 
The Venetian plaji too, ia rigidly historical. My 
object has been to dramatise, like the Greeks (i 
modest phrase), striking passages of history, as they 

■ did of history and mythology. You will find all this 

very unlike Shakspeare ; and so much the better in 
one sense, for I look upon him to be the uwri of ■ 
' models *, though the most extraordinary of writen. 

It has been my object to be as simple and severe n 
Alfieri, and 1 have broken down tlie poetry as neat^ 
as I could to common language. Tlie hardship ia, 
that in these times one can neither speak of kings 
nor queens without suspicion of politics or pcrECHi- 
alities. I intended neither. 

" I am not very well, and I write in the midst of 
unpleasant scenes here : they have, without trial or 
process, banbhed several of the first inhabitants of 

* In venturing this judgment upon Shakspeare, LordBfnt 
but follnweJ in Uio ftM>tsiep& of his great idol Pope. " It wd 
mighty simple in Rowe," says this poet, " to write s play nw 
professedly in Shakspeare's style, that is, proTcssedl; in ibt 
style of a bad age." — Spence, sept. 4. 1734—36. Of Mil- 
tan, too, Pope seems to haya held pretty nearly the ant 
□pinion as that professed by Lord Byron in some of tba> 
letters. See, in Spence, sect 5 1737— 39, a passage on «liu* 
his editor remarks — " Perhaps Pope did not relish Sb*kip«it 
more than he seems to have done Milton." 
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the cities — here and all around the Roman states — 
amongst them many of my personal friends, so that 
every thing is in confusion and grief: it is a kind of 
thing which cannot be described without an equal 
' pain as in beholding it. 

" You are very niggardly in your letters'. 

" Yours truly, 
« B." 

Lmter 439. TO MR. MURRAY. 

<* Ravenna, July 22. 182K 

I^The prmter has done wonders; — he has read 
mp&at I cannot — my own handwriting. 
YV "t appose the * delay till winter :* I am particularly 
I anxDUS to print while the wirUer theatres are closedy 
^ to gam time, in case they try their former piece of 
politeness. Any loss shall be considered in our con- 
tract, whether occasioned by the season or other 
causes ; but print away, and publish. 

" I think they must own that I have more styles 
than one. * Sardanapalus ' is, however, almost a 
comic character : but, for that matter, so is Richard 
the Third. Mind the unities^ which are my great 
object of research. I am glad that GifFord likes it : 
as for * the million,* you see I have carefully con- 
sulted any thing but the Uiste of the day for extra- 
vagant ' coups de theatre. ' Any probable loss, as I 
said before, will be allowed for in our accompts. 
The reviews (except one or two — Blackwood's, for 
instance) are cold enough ; but never mind those 
fellows : I shall send them to the right about, if I 
take it into my head. I always found the English 



beuer in some things ttian any other Dation. You 
■tare, but it's true as to gratitude, — perhaps be- 
cause they are prouder, and proud people bate 
obligations. 

"The tyranny of the Government here isbreaiuDg 
out. Tlieyliave exiled about a thousand people of 
the best families all over the Roman states. Ai 
many of my friends are amongst them, I think a! 
moving t«o, but not till 1 have had your answers. 
Continue ffour address to me Afre, as usual, and 
quiclily. What you will not be sorry to hear is, thai 
the poor of the place, hearing that I meant to go, got 
together a petition to the Cardinal to request that ii 
would request me to remain, I only heard of it » 
day or two ago, and it is no dishonour to them nor 
to me; but it will have displeasedthe higher poweKi 
who look upon me as a Chief of the Coalhearen 
Tliey arrested a servant of mine for a street quarrel 
witli an officer, (they drew upon one another knivei 
and pistols), but as ibe officer was out of uniform, ani! 
in the wrong besides, on my protesting stoutly, be 
was released. I was not present at the affray, which 
happened by night near my stables. My man (an 
Italian), a very stout and not over-patient personBge, 
would have taken a fatal revenge afterwards, if I had 
not prevented him. As it was, he drew hia stilettoi 
and, but for passengers, would have carbonadoed 
the captain, who, I understand, made but a poor 
figure in the quarrel, except by beginning it. He 
applied to me, and I offered him any satisfactiaDi 
either by turning away the man, or othenraei 
because he had drawn a knife. He answered that* 
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reproof would be sufficient. I reproved him ; and 
yet, after this, the shabby dog complained to the 
Goeemment, — ailer being quite satigfied, as he said. 
7%M roused me, and I gave them a remonstrance 
which had some efiecL The captain has been repri- 
maxxded, the servant released, and the business at 
present rests there." 

Among the victims of the "black sentence and 
proscription" by which the rulers of Italy were now, 
as appears from the above letters, avenging their late 
alarm upon all who bad even in the remotest degree 
contributed to it, the two Gambas were, of course, 
SB suspected Chiefs of the Carbonari of Romagna, 
included. About the middle of July, Madame 
Guiccioli, in a state of despair, wrote to inform Lord 
Byron that her father, in whose palazzo she was at 
that time residing, had just been ordered to quit 
Rsvemia within twenty-four hours, and that it was 
the intention of her brother to depart the following 
morDtng. The young Count, however, was not per- 
mitted to remain even so long, being arrested thai 
very night, and conveyed by soldiers to the frontier ; 
and the Contessa herself, in but a few days after, 
found that she also must join the crowd of exiles. 
"Hie prospect of being again separated from her 
noble friend seems to have rendered banishment little 
less fearful, inlier eyes, than death. "This alone," she 
says in a letter to him, " was wanting to fill up the 
(neasure of my despair. Help me, my dear Byron, for 
1 am in a situation most terrible : and without you. 
I can resolve upon nothing. • • has jusi been with 



S06 NOTICBB OP THE II 

me, having been sent by • • to tell me that I n 
depaK from Ravenna before next Tuesday, M 
husband has liud recourse to Rome, for thepurpow ■ 
of either forcing mc to return to him, or else putting 
me ill a coovent ; and tlie answer from thence li 
expected in a few days. I must not speak of this a 
any one, — 1 must escape by night ; for, if iny pro- 
ject should be discovered, it will be impeded, and in; 
passport (which the goodness of Heaven has per- 
mitted me, I know not how, lo obtain) will be taken 
from me. Byron! I am in despair I — If 1 mua 
leave you here wiUiout knowing when I shall see 
you again, if it is your will that I should suffer » 
cruelly, I am resolved to remain. They may put 
me in a convent; I shall die, — but — but then you 
cannot aid me, and I cannot reproach you. I know 
not what they tell me, for my agitation overwheloii 
me; — and why? Not because I fear my present 
danger, but solely, I call Heaven to witness, sole^ 
because I must leave you." 

Towards the latter end of July, the writer of this 
tender and truly feminine letter found herself forcei 
to leave Ravenna, — the home of her youth, as it 
was, now, of her heart, — uncertain whither to gft 
or where she should again meet Lord Byron. After 
lingering for a short time at Boiogna, under a faint 
expectation that the Court of Rome might yet. 
through some friendly mediation", be induced to 

• Among the pereons appiitd to by Lord Byron for thai 
interest on this occasion was the lato DucIibbs of DeroJuJiire. 
VI hose answer, dated Trotn Spa, I found among his papu^ 
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escind its ord^r against her relatives, she at length 
;ave up all liope, and joined her father and brother 
it Florence. 

It has been already seen, from Lord Byron's letters, 
hat he had himself become an object of strong suspi- 
aon to the Government, and it was, indeed, chiefly 
ti their desive to rid themselves of his presenee, that 
J>e steps taken against the Gamba family had origi- 
Utsd; — the constant benevolence which he exer- 
::iEed towards the poor of Ravenna being likely, it 
vufeared, to render him dangerously popular amoi^ 
I people unused to charity on so enlarged a scale. 
" One of the principal causes," says Madame Guic- 
cioli, " of the exile of my relatives, was in reality the 
idea that Lord Byron would share the banishment 
of his friends. Already the Government were averse 
to Lord Byron's residence at Ravenna ; knowing his 
cpinions, fearing his influence, and also exaggerating 
the extent of his means for giving effect to them. 
They fiincied that lie provided money for the pur- 
(Jiiseof arms, &c. and that he contributed pecuniarily 
to the wants of the Society. The truth is, that, 
»hen called upon to exercise his beneficence, he 
lade no enquiries as to the political and religious 
(ipinions of those who required his aid. Every un- 



"ilh the utmost readiness iigr Grace undertakes to *tf 
'Umie on the subject, and adds, " Believe me also, m; 
fw there is a charaeler of justice, goodness, and bcnevo 
"1 the present Governmenl of Rome, which, if thej BK 
*Uirad of the just claims of the Conte de Gamba and hi 
''fll nuke tbem grant their request." 



ICOTICCS OF TH« 



nenilcnce. Hw Ju^Ubeais. hnrerer, iaam ^ 
I, Ml iwiie, •■ oxt it 1)7 any dint 







II egiwle difiio ilU ru geaeroili. Mm b ogjii OlJl 
gi Anti-Iibenli lo cndenno i| |iriodpile BMcgDO dd Xi- 
boilixma dell* Rmugiu, e deadommio U sua pMttn 
Boa otuido proTocaria in oasiui moda dirella spent 
iMtanfrU indiremmpnte.* 
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It ; but two days always elapsed between hU 
ritii^ and my receiving them ; and this idea em- 
ttered all the solace they would otherwise have 
Ibrded me, so that my heart was torn by the most 
mel fears. Vet it was necessary for his own sake 
tat he should remain some time longer at Ravenna, 
1 order that it might not be said that he also was 
anished. Besides, lie had conceived a very great 
fection for the place itself; and was desiroas, be- 
pre he led it, of exhausting every means and hope 
f procuring the recall of my relations from banish- 



LsiTRa440. TO MR. HOPPNER. 

" RavgilM, July 23. 1891. 

"This country being in a state of proscription, and 
ill my friends exiled or arrested — the whole family 

' " Lord Byron restava frallanto a Raionna in un peeae 
Konrolio dai paniti, e dove av^va L-ertamente dci nenud di 
BtioioDi faoBtici e periidi, e la mia immafrinazione me lo 
jipugeva drcondaCa sempre da mille pericoli. Si puo dunque 
pmnre cosa dovesso esscre qiial viaggio per me e cosa io 
doreu MiflVite nella sua lantananza, Lc sue Uttere awebbero 
pohiUi esurmi di canrorto ; ma quando io le riceveiaera^ 
imcano la spauo di due giomi dal momenta in cui furono 
ttdde, e questo pensiero diatruggeva lutlo il bene che ease 
PKnuto farmi, e la mis anima era iacerala dai piii crudeli 
■inori. Frattanto eia nei'essario per la di lui convenitnia che 
(iB Tcstasse ancora qualche tempo in Rsienna aflincht non 
"ate a dirsi ihe egli pore ne eta esiglialo ; ed oUririo egli si 
"a ummBmcnle s&ezionato a quel sog^omo e voleva innanzi 
* partire vedere eaauaili lutti i lentativi e tutte le BperaniE Jel 
'Uvroo dei miej parenti." 

VOL. V. P 
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of Gamba obliged to go to Florence for the preseai 
— the father and Bon for politics — (and the Guic- 
cioli) because menaced with a convent, as her father 
is not here,) I have determined to remove to Switzer- 
land, and they also. Indeed, my life here is not sup- 
posed to be particularly safe — but that has been the 
case for this twelvemonth past, and is therefore not 
the primary consideration. 

"Ihave written by this post toMr. Hentsch,jiiniori 
the banker of Geneva, to provide (if possible) |: 
house for me, and another for Gamba's family, (ll«. 
father, son, and daughter,) on the Jura side of the 
lake of Geneva, furnished, and with stabling (for H 
at least) for eight horses. I shall bring Al!^ 
with me. Could you assist me or Hentsch in hii 
researches ? The Gambas are at Florence, but haw 
authorised me to treat for them. You know, or do 
not know, that they are great patriots — and boti 

— but the son in particular — very fine fellows- 
This I know, for I have seen them lately in veij 
awkward eituations — not pecuniary, but personll 

— and they behaved like heroes, neither yielding 
nor retracting. 

" You liave no idea what a state of oppression this 
country is in — they arrested above a thousand of 
high and low throughout Romagna — banished som* 
and confined others, without trial, process, or even 
accusation .' .' Every body says they would have doDB 
the same by me if they dared proceed openly. My 
motive, however, for remaining, is because everyent 
of my acquaintance, to the amount of huodiedi 
almost, have been exiled. 



1821. LIFE OF LORD BYROK. 211 

«* Will you do what you can in looking out for a 
couple of houses fiimishedy and conferring with 
Hentsch for us? We care nothing ahout society, 
and are only anxious for a temporary and tranquil 
asylum and individual freedom. 

" Believe me, &c. 

" P. S. Can you give me an idea of the compar- 
ative expenses of Switzerland and Italy? which I 
have forgotten. I speak merely of those of decent 
Uvingy horses, &c. and not of luxuries or high living. 
Do not^ however, decide any thing positively till I 
have your answer, as I can then know how to think 
upon these topics of transmigration, &c. &c. &c." 



Letter 441. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, July 30. 1821. 

" Enclosed is the best account of the Doge 
Paliero, which was only sent to me from an old 
MS. the other day. Get it translated, and append 
it as a note to the next edition. You will perhaps 
be pleased to see th^t my conceptions of his charac- 
ter were correct, though I regret not having met 
with this extract before. You will perceive that he 
himself said exactly what he is made to say about 
the Bishop of Treviso. You will see also that ' he 
spoke very little, and those only words of rage and 
disdain,' after his arrest, which is the case in the 
play, except when he breaks out at the close of Act 
Fifth. But his speech to the conspirators is better 
in the MS. than in the play. I wish that I had mee 

p 2 
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with it in time. Do not forget this note, with 
translation. 

■■ In a former note to the Juans, speaking of V(^ 
taire, I tiave quoted his famous ' Zaire, tu pleura' 
which is an error ; it should be ' Zaire, vout pleum.' 
Recollect this. 

" I am so busy here about those poor proscribed 
exiles, who are scattered about, and with ttying to 
get some of them recalled, that I have hardly tine 
or patience to write a short preface, which willbB 
proper for the two plays. However, I will nukeil 
out on receiving the nest proofs. 

" Yours ever, &c. 
« P. S. Please to append the letter about tb 
MeUespont as a note to your next opportuni^of the 
verses on Leander, &c. &c. &c. in Childe HsroU 
Don't forget it amidst your multitudinous avocatlcnii 
which I think of celebrating in a Dithyrambic Ode In 
Albemarle Street. 

" Are you aware that Shelley has written ui 
Elegy an Keats, and accuses the Quarterly d 
killing him P 

" ' Who kill'd John Keala ? ■ 
' I,' says the Qiiarterlj, 
So savage snd Tortari; ; 
"TwasoOEof myfeato.■ 
" ' Who shot the arrow?' 

' The poet-priest Milioan 



" You know very well that I did not appnW ^ 
Keats's poetry, or principles of poetry, or of '''' 
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abase of Pope ; but, as he is dead, omit all that ts 
fiaid about kim in any MSS. of mine, or publication. 
His Hyperion is a fine monument, and will keep his 
naine. I do not envy the man who wrote the article ; 
— you Review people have no more right to kill 
than any other footpads. However, he who would 
die of an article in a Review would probably have 
died of something else equally trivial. The same 
thing nearly happened to Kirke White, who died 
afterwards of a consumption." 



lbttek 442. TO MR. MOORE. 

" Ravenna, August 2. 1821. 

" I had certainly answered your last letter, though 

but briefly, to the part to which you refer, merely 
Sluing, ' damn the controversy;' and quoting some 
'erses of George Colraan's, not as allusive to you, 
but to the disputants. Did you receive this letter ? 
, It imports me to know that our letters are not inter- 
cepted or mislaid. 

" Tour Berlin drama • is an honour, unknown 
lince the days of Elkanah Settle, whose ' Emperor 
if Morocco' was represented by the Court ladies, 
"hich was, as Johnson says, ' the last blast of in- 
flBinination' to poor Dryden, who could not bear it, 
ind fell fou! of Settle without mercy or moderation, 

There had been, a short iJmc before, performed at the 
Court of Berlin a spectacle founded on the Poem of X-alla 
^>okh, in which the present Emperor of RusHi personated 
^WBnon, and the Empress, Lalla Rookh, 
F 3 
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OQ account of that and a froDtUpiece, trhich he dared 
to put betbre his play. 

- Was not your showing the Memoranda to ■ ' 
»aiiK«hxI perilous? Is there not a facetious olluMoa 
or two wbicb might as well be reserved for pot- 
teritT? 

** I htow S * ■ w^ — that is to say, I have met 
him occasionally at Capet. Is he not also touched 
l^ily in the Memoranda? In a review of Childe 
Hanild. Canto 4th, three years ago, in BlackwooJi 
Magazine, they quote some stanzas of an elegy of 
S ■ »'8 on Rome, from which they say that 1 mijlt 
hare taken some ideas. I gire you my honour thai 
I never saw it except in that criticism, which givo, 
I think, three or four stanzas, sent them (they u^) 
for the nonce bya correspondent — perhaps himself 
Tiie fact is easily proved ; for I don't understand 
German, and there was, I believe, no transtatioa— 
at least, it was the first time that I ever beard oC 
or saw, either translation or ori^nal. 

" I remember having some talk with S • • aboal 
Alfieri, whose merit he denies. He was also wrotb 
about the Edinburgh Review of Goethe, which wu 
sharp enough, to be sure. He went about saying, 
too, of the French — ' i meditate a terrible ven- 
geance agMnst the Frencli — I will prove that Mo- 
lifire is no poet.' ' 

" I don't see why you should talk of ' decliniif'' 

" Thin Ibrcu bas been since acted upon; — the rrilic I' 
Huestiim luring, to the gre«l honor of tbe FWncb HtaW 
«d Molicre to be « " (krceur." 
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When I »BW you, you looked thinner, and yet 
younger, than you did when we parted several 
years before. You may rely upon this as feet. If 
it were not, I should say jiothmg, for I would rather 
not say unpleasant persona/ things to any oae — but, 
u it was the pleasant truth, I tell it you. If you 
hftd led my lifei indeed, changing ciimates and con- 
nections — t/iinni»^ yourself with fasting and purga- 
tives — besides the wear and tear of the vulture pas- 
aions, and a very bad temper besides, you might 
talk in this way — but you! I know no man who 
looks so well for his years, or who deserves lo look 
better and to be better, in all respects. You are 
a • • •, and, what is perhaps better for your 
friends, a good fellow. So, don't talk of decay, but 
put in for eighty, as you well may. 

" I am, at present, occupied principally about 
these unhappy poscriptions and exiles, which have 
taken place here on account of politics. It has been 
a miserable sight to see the general desolation in 
&milieE. 1 am doing what I can for them, high and 
low, by such interest and means as I possess or can 
bring to bear. There have been thousands of these 
proscriptions within the lust month in the Exarchate, 
or (to speak modernly) the Legations. Yesterday, 
too, a man got his back broken, in extricating a Ao^ 
of mine from under a mill-wheel. The dog was 
knied, and the man is in the greatest danger. I 
was not present — it happened before I was up, 
oiriDg to a stupid boy taking the dog to bathe in a 
dangerous spot. I must, of course, provide for the 
poor fellow while he lives, and his family, if he dies. ■ 



s.\ 
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I would glad]y have given a much greater Him 
than that will come to that he had never been hurt. 
Pray, let me hear from you, aiid excuse haste and 
hot weather. " Yours, &c, 

" You may have probably seen all sorts of atCsdn 
upon me in some gazettes in England some monda 
ago. I only saw them, by Murray's bounty, the 
other day. They call me ' Plagiary,' and what Ml. 
I think I now, in my time, have been accused of 
eoeij thing. 

" I have not given you details of little events herei 
but they have been trying to make me out to be Ihfl 
chief of a conspiracy, and nothing but their want of 
proofs for an English investigation has stoppei) 
them. Had it been a poor native, the suspicioD 
were enough, as it has been for hundreds. 

" Why don't you write on Napoleon? I have no 
spirits, nor ' estro ' to do so. His overthrow, fttmi 
the beginning, was a blow on the head to me. Sincfl 
that period, we have been the slaves of fools. £x> 
cuse this long letter. Ecco a translation literal of i 
French epigram. 

" Egle, beauty and poet, has two liiile crimes, 
She makes her own face, and docs not make her rhyme* 

" I am going to ride, having been warned wf B) 
ride in a particular part of the forest, on account of 
the ultra-politicians. 

" Is there no cliance of your return to Ei^laoi 
and of oar Journal P I would have published the 
two plays in it — two or three scenes per number— 
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Had, indeed, all of mine in it. If you went to Eng- 
iBnd, I would do so still." 

About this lime Mr. SheUey, who had now fixed 
his residence at Pisa, received a letter from Lord 
Sfron, earnestly requesting to sec him, in conse- 
fjuenceof wbichhe immediately set out for Ravenna; 
andthe following extracts from letters, written during 
luB stay with his noble friend, will be read with tliat 
double feeling of interest which is always sure to be 
excited in hearing one man of genius express his 
i^iinioDB of another. 

" I arrived last night at ten o'clocic, and sat up talk- 
ilg with Lord Byron until five this morning : I tlien 
Kent to sleep, and now awake at eleven ; and having 
deqtatched my breakfast as quick as possible, mean 
Ui devote the interval until twelve, when the post 
departs, to you. 

" Lord Byron is very well, and was delighted to 
Ke me. He has in fact completely recovered his 
health, and lives a life totally the reverse of that 
fhich he led at Venice. He has a permanent sort 
ofliMson with the Contessa Guiccioli, who is now 
U Florence, and seems from her letters to be a very 
Uniable woman. She is waiting there until some- 
thing shall be decided as to their emigration to 
Switzerland or stay in Italy, which is yet undeter- 
"Uned on either side. She was compelled to escape 
from the Papal territory in great haste, as measures 
•lad already been taken to place her in a convent, 
Where she would have been unrelentingly confined 



r 



for life. The oppression of the marriage contract Si 
existing in the laws and opinions of Italy, though 
less frequently exercised, is far severer tlian th 
England. 

" Lord Byron had almost destroyed himself at Vt- 
nice. His state of debility was such that he 
unable to digest any food : he was consumed by 
hectic fever, and would speedily have perished but 
for this attachment, which reclaimed him from At 
excesses into which he threw himself, from carelas- 
neES and pride, rather than taste. Poor fellow! he 
is now quite well, and immersed in politics and 
literature. He lias given me a number of the molt 
interesting details on the former subject ; but tm 
will not speak of them in a letter. Fletcher a 
liere, and — as if, like a shadow, he waxed mi 
waned with the substance of his master — has slso 
revived his good looks, and from amidst the ui 
sonable grey hairs, a fresh harvest of flaxen locb 
has put forth. 

" We talked a great deal of poetry and sud 
matters last night; and, as usual, differed — and I 
think more than ever. He affects to patronise > 
system of criticism fit only for the production of medi- 
ocrity ; and, although all his finer poems and passaga 
have been produced in defiance of this system, yet 1 
recognise the pernicious effects of it in the Doge of 
Venice ; and it will cramp and limit his filturt 
efforts, however great tbey may be, unless he geU 
rid of it. I tiave read only parts of it, or rather be 
himself read them to me, and gave me the plan rf 
the whole. 
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" Ravenna, August 15. 1831. 

" We ride out in the evening through the pine 
forests which divide the city from the sea. Our way 
oTlife is this, and I have accommodated myself to it 
without much difficulty : — Lord Byron gets up at 
two — breakfasts — we talk, read, &c. until six — 
then we ride at eight, and after dinner Eit talking 
vntil four or five in the morning. I get up at twelve, 
aad am now devoting the interval between my rising 
and his to you. 

" Lord Byron is greatly improved in every respect 
— in genius, in temper, in moral views, in health 
andhappiness. His connection with La Guiccioli has 
been an inestimable benefit to him. He lives in con- 
liderable splendour, but within his income, which is 
now about four thousand a year, one thousand of 
which he derote^ to purposes of charity. He has 
had mischievous passions, biiTThesa. jie seems to 
have subdued ; and be is becoming, what he should 
be, a virtuous man. The interest which he took in 
the politics of Italy, and the actions he performed in 
((iQgequence of it, are subjects not fit to be written, 
but are such as will delight and surprise you. 

" He is not yet decided to go to Switzerland, a 
pface, indeed, little fitted for him : the gossip and 
the cabals of those Anglicised coteries would tor- 
ment him as they did before, and might exasperate 
him into a relapse of libertinism, which, he says, he 
[riunged into not from taste, but from despair. La 
Guiccioli and her brother {who is Lord Byron's 
friend and confidant, and acquiesces perfectly in her 
connection with him) wish to go to Switzerland, a« 
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Lord BjroDssyH, merely from the novelty and pies- 
sure of travelling. Lord Byron prel'ers Tuscany* 
Lucca, and is trying to persuade them to adopt Ki) 
views, lie has made tne write a long letter U 
to engage her to remain. An odd thing enough i* 
an utter stranger to write on subjects of the utnK 
delicacy t^ his friend's mistress —but it seems ii 
lined that I am always to have some active part a 
every body's affairs whom I approach, I have «l 
down, in tame Italian, the strongest reasons 
think of against the Swiss emigration. To tell you 
the truth, I should be very glad to accept as ntj fte 
his establishmeiit in Tuscany. Raveona is a it' 
able place : tlie people are barbarous and wild, uid 
their language the most infernal yotoi* that you 
imagine. He would be in every respect belW 
among the Tuscans. 

" He has read to me one of the unpublished a 
of Don Juan, which is astonishingly fine. It KU 
him not only above, but far above all the poeU of 
the day. Every word has the stamp of unmortali^- 
This canto is in a style (but totally iree from indeli- 
cacy, and sustained with incredible ease and power) 
like the end of the second canto: there is not a wont 
which the most rigid assertor of the dignity orhumtf 

^-nature could desire to be canceUed ; it fulfils, in a 
certain degree, what I have long preached, — of pro- 
ducing something wholly new, and relative to ihe 

^age, and yet surpassingly beautiful. It may be 
vanity, but I think I see the trace of my eamei' 
exhortations to him, to create something wliullf 
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" I ant sure, if I asked, it would not be refused ; 
yvt theTe is something in rae that makes it impossible. 
Lord Byron and I are excellent friends ; and were I 
reduced to poverty, or were I a writer who had no 
claim to a higher station than I possess, or did I pos- 
UES a higher than I deserve, we should appear in 
*11 things as such, and I would freely ask him any 
&your. Such is not now the case : the demon of 
miitruBt and of pride iurks between two persons in 
«ir situation, poisoning the freedom of our inter- 
course. This is a tax, and a heavy one, which we 
must pay for being human. I think the fault is not 
m my side ; nor is it likely, — I being the weaker^ 
I hope that in the next world these thmgs will be 
better managed. What is passing in the heart of 
another rarely escapes the observation of one who is 
a strict anatomist of his own. ■ * # 

" Lord Byron here has splendid apartments in 
the palace of Count Guiccioli, who is one of the 
richest men in Italy. She is divorced, with an 
allowance of twelve thousand crowns a year ; — a mt- 
ttrable pittance from a man who has a hundred and 
twen^ thousand a year. There are two monkeys, 
five cats, eight dogs, and ten horses, all of whom 
(except the horses) walk about the house like the 
toasters of it. Tita, the Venetian, is here, and oper- 
ates as my valet — a fine fellow, with a prodigious 
black beard, who has stabbed two or three people, 
and is the most good-natured-looking fellow I ever 

" Wednesday, Ravenna. 

" I told you I had written, by Lord Byron's desire, 



B22. NOTICES OF THE 

to X>a Guiccioli, to dissuade her and her family fnxn 
Snitzerland. Her answer in this moment arrived, 
and my representation seems to have reconciled ihrai 
to the unfitness of the step. At the conclusioo ofi 
letter, fiiU of all the fine things she says she hu 
heard of me, is this request, which I transcribe:— 
' Signore, la vostra bonta mi fa ardita di chiedori 
UQ &vore, me lo accorderele vol ? JVon parliU da 
Baveima »eiiza Milord.' Of course, being now, bj 
all the laws of knighthood, captive to a lady's reqiieet, 
I shall only be at liberty on my parole until Lard 
Byron is settled at Fiaa. I shall reply, of count, 
that the boon is granted, and that if Lord Byron 
is reluctant to quit Ravenna af^er I have nude 
arrangements for receiving him at Pisa, I am bound 
to place myself in the same situation as no 
assail him with importunities to rejoin her. Of this 
there is fortunately no need ; and I need not tell you 
that there is uo fear that this chivalric submisaiM 
of mine to the great general laws of antique cour- 
tesy, against which I never rebel, and which is nij 
religion, should interfere with my soon returning, 
and long remaining with you, dear girl. ' ■ 
" We ride out every evening as usual, and prac- 
tise pistol-shooting at a pumpliin, and I am not sorry 
to observe that I approach towards my noble friend'i 
exactness of aim. I have the greatest trouble lo gel 
away, and Lord Byrbn, as a reason for ray stay, has 
urged, that without either me or the Guiccioli, be 
will certainly fall into his old habits. I then talk 
and be listens to reason ; and I earnestly hope litt 
he is too well aware of the terrible and degrades 



consequences of his former mode of life, to be in 
danger from the short interval of temptation that 
will be left him." 

LiTTRma. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" RBvenna, August 10. 1821. 

" Your conduct to Mr. Moore is certainly very 

liandgome ; and 1 would not say so if I could hel|> 

it, for you are not at present by any means in my 

good graces. 

"With regard to additions, 4c. there is a Journal 
which I kept in 1814 which you may ask him for ; 
lUo a Journal which you must get from Mrs. Leigh, 
of my journey in the Alps, which contains all the 
germs of Manfred. 1 have also kept a small Diary 
Iwre for a few months last winter, which I would send 
you, and any continuation. You would find easy 
access to all my papers and letters, and do not neg- 
kct Oiis (in case of accidents) on account of the 
ttasB of confusion in which they are ; for out of that 
duos of papers you will find some curious ones of 
■nine and otliers, if not lost or destroyed. If circum- 
stances, however (which is almost impossible), made 
lie ever consent to a publication in my lifetime, you 
Would in tliat case, 1 suppose, make Moore some 
advance, in proportion to the likelihood or non-likeli- 
llood of success. You are both sure to survive me, 
liowever. * 

" You must also have from Mr. Moore tlie corre- 
spondence between me and Lady B. to whom I 
offered the sight of all which regards herself in 
these papers. This is important. He has her 
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letter, and a copy uf my answer. 1 would 
Moore edited me liian anollier. 

" 1 sent you Valpy's letter to decide for yourtdfl 
and Stoekdale's to amuse you. lam always loyil 
with you, as 1 was in Galignani's aHair, and youwit^ 
me — now and then. 

" I return you Moore's letter, which is vetj 
creditable to him, and you, and me. 

Lm« 444. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, AugiiEit 16. m\. 

" I regret that Holmes can't or won't come ; it ii 
rather shabby, as I was always very civil and punc- 
tual with him. But he is but one • * more. One 
meets with none else among the English. 

" I wait the proofs of the MSS. with proper im- 
patience. 

« So you have published, or mean to publish, the 
new Juans ? Ar'n't you afraid of the Constitutional 
Assassination of Bridge Street ? When first I sm 
the name of Murray, I thought it had been yours; 
but was solaced by seeing that your synonyme is an 
attomeo, and that you are oot one of that atrodoiu 
crew. 

" I am in a great discomfort about the probable 
war, and with my trustees not getting me out of the 
funds. If the funds break, it is my intention to go 
upon the highway. Ail the other English profes- 
sions are at present so ungentlemanly by the con- 
duct of those who follow them, that open robbing >> 
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tatnly fair resource letl to a man of any princijilee ; 
t even honest, in comparison, by being undis- 

I- *> I wrote to you by last post, to say that you ha4 
e the handsome thing by Moore and the Memo- 
f fflnda. You are very good as times go, and would 
probably be still better but for the ' march of 
events' (as Napoleon called it), which won't permit 
any body to be better than they should be. 

" Love to Gifford. Deheve me, &c. 

" P. S. I restore Smith's letter, whom thank for 
his good opinion. Is the bust by Thorwaldstn 
arrived ? " 



LtTtcB. 445. 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Ravenna, AuguU 33. 1R3]. 

" Enclosed are the two acta corrected. With 
regard to the charges about the shipwreck, I think 
that I told both you and Mr. Hobhouse, years ago, 
that there was not a single circumstance of it iiot 
taken from fact; not, indeed, from any single ship- 
wrecC, but all from actaal facts of different wrecks. * 



' One of Iho chHrRcs of plaginritm brought a^nst 
hira liy some scribblera ol' the day was toanied (as I have 
■Iraidy observed in the first volume of this work) on his 
tttiring wught in the autJientic records of real shipwrecks 
those onteriels out of which he has wnrkci) his own poweiful 
d*«riptioii in the second Canto of Don Juan. With as raotJi 
jiutice might the Italian author, ( Gaieani, if I rmollect right,) 
who wrote s Discourse on the Military Science displayed b; 
TasiO in hisljatttea, bate reproached that post with the soureei 
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Almost aD Don Juan is rtal life, either m; owe, gr 
from people I knew. By the way. much of the 
deecripbtN) of the fitmiture, in Canto third, ii 
uJieii fitMn 7UI^« Tr^oU (pray wrfe Iku), andtte 
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p rest from my own observation. Remember, I never 
meant to conceal this at all, and have only not 
stated it, because Don Juan had no preface nor 
name to it. If you think it worth while to make 
this statement, do so in your own way. / laugh at 
such charges, convinced that no writer ever bor- 
rowed less, or made his materials more his own. 
Much is coincidence : for instance. Lady Morgan 
(in a really excellent book, I assure you, on Italy) 
calls Venice an ocean Rome : I have the very same 
expression in Foscari, and yet you know that the 
[day was written months ago, and sent to England : 
the * Italy' I received only on the 16th instant. 

" Your friend, like the public, is not aware, that 
my dramatic simplicity is studiously Greek, and 
must continue. so: no reform ever succeeded at 
first.* I admire the old English dramatists; but 
this is quite another field, and has nothing to do 
with theirs. I want to make a regular English 
drama, no matter whether for the stage or not, 
which is not my object, — but a mental theatre. 

" Yours. 

" P. S. Can't accept your courteous offer. 

" For Orford and for Waldegrave 
You give much more than me you gave ; 
Which is not fairly to behave, 

My Murray. 



* '< No man ever rose (says Pope) to any degree of perfec- 
tion in writing but through obstinacy and an inveterate resolu- 
tion against the stream of mankind." 

Q 2 
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" Because if a live dog, 'tis said. 
Be worth a lion fisirly sped, 
A Uve lord must be worth two dead. 

My Mumy. 

** And i'. as the opinion goes, 
Verse hath a better sale t>*an prose — 
Certes, I should have more than those. 

My Murray. 

** But now this sheet is nearly cranmi'd. 
So, if you wiUf JshaVt be shamm'd. 
And if you won% you may be damn*d. 

My Murray. 

'^ These matters must be arranged with Mr. 
Douglas Kinnaird. He is mj trustee, and a man of 
honour. To him you can state all jour mercantile 
reasons, which you might not like to state to me 
personally, such as * heavy season' — * flat public* 
— * don't go off' — * Lordship writes too 'much*— 
* won't take advice* — * declining popularity' — de- 
duction for the trade' — * make very little* — 'gene- 
rally lose by him * — ' pirated edition ' — * foreign 
edition * — * severe criticisms,* &c. with other hints 
and howls for an oration, which I leave Dooglas, 
who is an orator, to answer. 

'< You can also state them more freely to a third 
person, as between you and me they could only 
produce some smart postscripts, which would not 
adorn our mutual archives. 

" I am sorry for the Queen, and that's more than 
you are." 
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TO MR. MOORE. 



" Ravenna, August 24. IBZl. 

Yours of the 5th only yesterday, while I had 
iettera of the 8th from London. Doth the post 
labble into our letters? Whatever agreement you 
sake with Murray, if Batisfactory to you, must be 
10 to lue. There need be no Bcniple, because, 
though I used sometimes to buffoon to myself, loving 
1 quibble as well as the barbarian himself (Shak- 
ipeare, to wit) — ' that, like a Spartan, I would sell 
ny life as dearly as possible '^it never was my in- 
tention to turn it to personal, pecunirry account, 
Jut to bequeath it to a friend — yourself— in the 
iveot of sunivorship. I anticipated that period, 
lecause we happened to meet, and I urged you to 
nake what was possible nou) by it, for reasons 
irhich are obvious. It has been no possible priva- 
tion to me, and therefore does not require the ac- 
knowledgments you mention. So, for God's sake, 
don't consider it like • • • 

" By the way, when you write to Lady Morgan, 
will you thank her for Iit handsome speeches in 
her book about t y books 1 do not know lier 
address. Her wo k s fea e and excellent on the 
subject of Italy — p ay he o — and I know 

the country. I ivisb she ad fal en in with me, I 
could have told he a th n^, o t«o that would have 
confirmed her pos ons 

" I am glad you are sa fied w th Murray, who 

seems to value dead ords mo e an live ones. I 

Q 3 



w 

I 



** The mr g a mt ea t ef Ae abore k, diat be wanted 
U ' ttinc me of mf irmp.' ii Lev lajs, — that i| 
to tay, tut to ptxipoM ai extis*^int price !(» tn 
t!xtra*^Bnt poem, as is becoming. Pray take hit 
goineH, hj all means — / taught him that. He 
made me a filthj offer erf* potatdt once, but 1 lold 
him that, like pbysicians, poets must be dealt nilh 
in guineas, as being the only advantage poets could 
have in the associatioD with Aon, as votaries of 
Apollo. I write to you in hurry and bustle, whicti I 
irin expouod in my next. 

" Yours ever, &c. 

" P. S. You mention something of an attort^ 
on his way to me on legal business. I have had no 
warning of such an apparition. What can llie 
telJow want? I have some lawsuits and busioMSi 
but have not heard of any thing to put me to tbe 
expense of a trarelling lawyer. They do enough, in 
that way, at home. 

" Ah, poor Queen I but perhaps it is for the betti 
if Herodotus's anecdote is to be believed. 

" Remember me to any friendly Angles of «ir 
mutual acquaintance. What are you doing P Here 
I have had my hands full with tyrants and their 
victims. There never vms such oppression, even in 
Ireland, scarcely 1 " 
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TO MR. MURRAY. 



" lUyinna, August 31. ISSl, 

, " I have received the Juans, which are printed so 
I ton^sly, especially the fiflh Canto, as to be dis- 
I graceful to me, and not creditable to you. It really 
must be gone over again with the manuscript, the 
errors are so gross; — words added -^changed — so 
ai to make cacophony and nonsense. You have 
been careless of this poem because some of your 
squad don't approve of it ; but I tell you that it will 
l>e long before you see any thing half so good as 
poetry or writing. Upon what principle have you 
omitted the note on Bacon and Voltaire ? and one of 
the concluding stanzas sent as an addition? because 
^pd] I suppose, with — 



i^mlfd, 



L 



1 



" Now, I must say, once for ail, that I will not per- 
mit any human being to take such liberties with niy 
writings because I am absent. I desire the omissions 
to be replaced (except the stanza on Semiramis) — 
particularly the stanza upon the Turkish marriages; 
and I request that the whole be carefully gone over 
with the MS. 

" I never saw such slufT as is printed : — Gu/Zeyaz 
instead of Gufteyaz, Ac. Are you aware that Gul- 
heyaz is a real name, and the other nonsense ? I 
copied the Cantos out carefully, so that there is no 
excuse, as the printer read, or at least prints, the 
MS. of the plays without error, 
q 4. 



I 
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" If you have no feeling for your own reputation, 
pray have some little for mine. I have read over 
the poem carefully, and I tell you, il is poetry. 
Your little envious knot of parson-poets may a; 
what they please : time will show tliat I am not in 
this instance mistaken. 

" Desire my friend Hobhouse to correct the preci, 
especially of the last Canto, from tlie manuscript as 
it is. It is enough to drive one out of one's reason 
to see the infernal torture of words from the wiginaL 
e the line — 



** And pair their rhymes a& Venua yokes hur doves—- 
is printed 

" And praise their rhymes, &c 
Also 'precarious' for 'precocious;' and this lin^ 
stanza 133. 

" And this strong e^reme ejj 



Now do turn to the 
iuch a line: it 



ipt and see if I ever 

„._ „jch a line: it is not verse. 

" No wonder the poem should foil (which, how- 
ever, it won't, you will see) with such tilings allotred 
to creep about it. Replace what is omitted) Bod 
correct what is so shamefully misprinted, and let 
the poem have fair play ; and I fear nothing. 

" I see in the last two numbers of the Quarterly 
a strong itching to assail roe (see the review of 
' The Etonian ') ; let it, and see if they sha'n't h»Te 
enough of it. I do not allude to GiRbrd, who bu 
always been my friend, and whom I do not considw 
as responsible for the articles written by others. 
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" You will publish the plaja when ready. I am 
ioBuch a humour about this printing of Don Juan 
eo inaccurately, that 1 must close this. 

" P. S. I presume tliat you have not lost the stanza 
to which 1 allude ? It wag sent afterwards : look 
Oia my letters and find it." 

I«m.448." TO MH. MUBRAY. 

" The enclosed letter is written in bad humour, but 
Dcit without provocation. However, let it (that is, 
ibe bad humour) go for little ; but I must request 
par serious attention to the abuses of the printer, 
"liicli ought never to have been permitted. You 
Wget that all the fools in London (the chief purcha- 
fra of your publications) will condemn in me the 
Itipidily of your printer. For instance, in the note5 
3 Cunto fiflh, * the Adriatic shore of the Bos- 
liorus' instead of the Asiatic .' ! All this may 
eem little to you, so fine a gentleman with your 
linisterial connections, but it is serious to me, who 
m thousands of milee ofT, and have no opportunity 
f not proving myself the fool your printer makes 
ie, except your pleasure and leisure, forsooth. 

" The gods prosper you, and forgive you, for 1 

IjTtm 449. TO MIt. MOORE. 

" Ravenna, Sepiemhtr 3. 1821. 

" By Mr. Mawraan (a paymaster in the corps, in 
fhich you and I are privates) I yesterday expedited 

* Written in the envelope of Clie preceding Letter. 
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to your address, under cover one, two paper boolu, 
containing the Giaour-nai, and a thing 
won't aU do — even far the posthumouG publi 
but extracts from it may. It is a brief and fa 
chronicle of a month or so — parts of it 
discreet, but sufficiently sincere. Mr. Mawroan 
that he will, in person or per friend, have it delivi 
to you in your Elysian fields. 

" If you have got the new Juans, recollect Chst 
there are some very gross printer's blunders, pMti- 
cularly in the fifth Canto, — such as ' praise' 
' pair' — ' precarious' for ' precocious' — ' Adri- 
atic' for ' Asiatic' — ' case' for ' chase' — besite 
gifts of additional words and syllables, which m»ke 
hut a cacophonous rhythnius. Put the pen thioi^ 
the said, as I would mine through • "'s ears, if I 
were alongside him. As it is, I have sent him a rat- 
tling letter, as abusive as possible. Though he is 
publisher to tlie ' Board of Longitude,' he is in no 
danger of discovering it. 

" I am packing for Pisa — but direct your lettefl 
here, till further notice. Yours ever," &c. 

One of the " paper-books" mentioned in this letter 
as intrusted to Mr. Mawman for me, contained a pa^ 
tion, to the amount of nearly a hundred pages, of I 
prose story, relating the adventures of ayoung Anda- 
lusian nobleman, which had been begun by him, at 
Venice, in 1817- The following passage is all I shall 
extract from this amusing Fragment ; — 

" A few liQura afterwards we were very good 
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friends, and a few days afler she set out for Airagon, 

irith my son, on a visit to her father and mother. 

tid not accompany her immediately, having been 

ArragOD before, but was to join the family in their 

Hoorish chateau within a few weeks. 

During herjourney I received a very affectionate 
letter from Donna Joseplia, apprising me of the 
"Welfere of herself and my son. On lier arrival at 
Ihechateau, I received another still more affectionate) 
jiteBsing me, in very fond, and rather foolish, terras, 
tojoin her immediately. As I was preparing to set 
■OWfrom Seville, I received a third — this was from 
W lather, Don Jose di Cardozo, who requested met 
ju the politest manner, to dissolve my marriage. I 
nswered him with equal politeness, that I would do 
Msuch thing. A fourth letter arrived — it was from 
Donna Josepha, in which she informed me that her 
ftlher's letter was written by her particular desire. 
Irequested the reason by return of post — she re- 
plied, by express, tliat as reason had nothing to do 
fitli the matter, it was unnecessary to give any — but 
that she was an injured and excellent woman. I 
ihen enquired why she had written to me the two 
pteeedjng affectionate letters, requesting me to come 
U) Arragon. She answered, that was because she 
believed me nut of my senses — thai, being unfit to 
take care of myself, I had only to set out on this 
journey alone, and making my way without difficulty 
to Don Jose di Cardozo's, I should there have found 
the tenderest of wives and — a strait waistcoat. 

" 1 had nothing to reply to this piece of affection 
but a reiteration of my request for some lights upon 



I 



the subject. I vras answered that they would (■ 
be related to the Inquisition. In the 
our domestic iliscrcpancy had become a public 
of discussion : and the world, which always 
juetly, not only in Airagon but in Andalusia, det 
mined that I was cot only to blame, but iJiat 
Spain could produce nobody so blamable. Myo 
was supposed to comprise alt the crimes which coo 
and several which could not, be committed, ■ 
little less than an auto-da-fe was anticipated ai 4e" 
.-esuit But let no man say that we are abandooeJ | 
by our friends in adversity — it was just therererst 
Mine thronged around me to condemn, advise, and , 
console me with their disapprobation. — They told | 
me all that was, would, or could be said on the sob- . 
ject. They shook their heads — they exhorted me 
—deplored me, with tears in their eyes, and — went 
to dinner." 

LnriB 45a TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, September 4. I8JL 

" By Saturday's post, I sent you a fierce and fiui- 
bund letter upon the subject of the printer's blun- 
ders in Don Juan. I must solicit your attention to 
the topic, though my wrath hath subsided into »iil- 

" Yesterday I received Mr. , a friend of youTB, 

and because he is a friend of ^ur^; and that's more 
than I would do in an English case, except for those 
whom I honour. 1 was as civil as I could be among 
packages even to the very chairs and tables, for I am 
going to Pisa in a i&n weeks, and have sent and KB 



|S2I. LIFE Of LORD BYRD.V. 237 

iMending off my chattels. It regretted me * that, my 
jboolcs and every thing being packed, I could not send 
few things I meant for you ; but they were all 
led and baggaged, so as to have made it a month's 
'ork to get at them again. I gave him an envelope, 
'ith the Italian scrap in it-|-, alluded to in my Gil' 
'dirist defeoce. Hobhouse will make it out for you, 
id it will make you laugh, and him too, ihe'spelling 
particularly. The ' Mericani,' of whom they call 
me the 'Capo' (or Chief), mean 'Americans,' 
Wbidi is the name given in Rmnogna to a part of 
the Carbonari ; that is to say, to tlie popalar part, 
the troops of the Carbonari. They are originally a 
wdety of hunters in the forest, who took the name 
of Americans, but at present comprise some thou- 
Uads, &c.; but I sha'n't let you further into the 
Hcret, which may be participated, with the post- 
nutere. Why they thought me their Chief, I know 
not: their Chiefs are like 'Legion, being many. 
However, it is a post of more honour than profit, for, 
BOW that they are persecuted, it is fit that I should 
Bid them ; and so I have done, as far as my means 
Would permit. They will rise again some day, for 



* It nill be obserred, fimn tbis uid a few otber iDBtaaces, 
! ttuu notwith^tandiDg the wonderful pun^ of EngJIsh he wba 
■ ■tie to preserve ia bis wrilinga, while living constantly with 
Pemni speaking a diSerenl language, be had already be^n 
*i far lo feel the influence of this habit as to fall occaMonallj 
into Itajianisms in bis familiar tetters. — " I am in the case to 
know" — " I have caused write" — " If regrets me," &c. 
■f An anonymous letter wliich be had received, IhreiUening 
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these fools of the government are blundering! 4fl 
actu^ly seem to know notUttg; for they haves 
rested and banished many of their own party, ai 
others escape who are not their friends. 

" WTiat think' St thou of Greece? 

" Address to me here as usual, till you beu Ar 
ther from me. 

" By Mawmao I have sent a Journal to Mwet 
but it won't do for the public, — at least a great ddl 
of it won't; — parts may. 

" I read over the Juans, which are exceliffltl 
Your squall are quite wrong ; and soyou willfiodlgj^ 
and by. I regret that I do not go on with icfwij 
had all the plan for several catitos, and dlSia 
countries and climes. You say nothing of tbe iN 
I enclosed to you*, which will explain why I agrMaj 
to discontinue it (at Madame G 's request); Wl 
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are bo grand, and sublime, and occupied, that 
would think, instead of publishing for ■ the 
JBoard of Lottgitude,' that you were trying to dis- 
cover it. 

hear that GifFord is better. He can't be 
qnred either by you or mo." 

Lctiib 451. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ilavenoa, Suplember 12. 18al. 

"By Tuesday's post, I forwarded, in three packets, 
the drama of Cain in three acts, of which I request 
the acknowledgment when arrived. To the last 
.^Kech of Eve, in the last act (i. e. where she curses 
'ClinJ, add these three lines to the concluding one — 

" Mny the grass wither from thy fool ! the woods 
Deny th«e shelter ! earth n home ! tlie Just 
A grave ! the sua his light ! and Heaven her Cod ! 

"There's as pretty a piece of imprecation for you, 
when joined to the lines already sent, as you maj 
*iA to meet with in the course of your bueinesa 
But don't forget the addition of the above three 
liaes, which are clinchers to Eve's speech 

" Let me know what Giffbrd thinks (if the play 
irriies in safety) ; for I have a good opinion of the 
piece, as poetry ; it is in my gay metaphysical style, 
and in the Manfred line. 

" You must at least commend ray facility and 
variety, when you consider what I have done within 
tile last fifteen months, with my head, too, full of 
Other and of mundane matters. But no doubt you 
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will avoid sajong any good of it, for fear I shotd 
raise tlie price upon you : that's right : gtiii U 
businesE. Let me know wliat your other ragamnffiiri 
are writing, for I suppose you don't like startingtM 
many of your vagaboads at once. You may gin 
them the start, for any thing 1 care. 

" Why don't you publish my Paid — the best thingl 
ever wrote, — with theltalian toit? Iwish Iwasalot^ 
aide of you; nothing is ever done in aman'sabseDce; 
every body runs counter, because they can. If evH 
I do return to England, (which I sha'n't, though,) I )l 
will write a poem to which ' English Bards,' &c> ehiQ || 
be new milk, in comparison. Your present litemy ll 
world ofmuunliebanks Stands in need of such an Ats- . 
tar. But I am not yet quite bilious enough: a season J 
or two more, and a provocation or two, will wind me 
up to the point, and then have at the whole setl 

"I have nopatience with the sort of trash yousend 
me out by way of books ; except Scott's novels, ani 
three or four other things, I never saw such work, ot 
works. Campbell is lecturing — Moore idling — S*' 
twaddling — W • • drivelling — C " • muddling— 
" • piddling — B • " quibbling, squabbling, and sni- 
velling. • • will do, if he don't cant too much, not 
imitate Southey ; the fellow has poesy in him : bat 
he is envious, and unhappy, as all the envious are. 
Still he is among the best of the day. B • • C ' • 
will do better by-and-by, I dare say, jf he don't get 
spoiled bj' green tea, and the praises of Pentonville 
and Paradise Row. The pity of these men is, th« 
tliey never lived in kiffk life, nor m solitude i there 
is no medium for the knowledge of the bu^ or the 
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tlill world. IT admitted into high life for a season, 
it is merely as spectators — ihey form no part of the 
mechanism thereof. Now Moore and I, the one by 
drcumstanceii, and the other by birth, happened to 
be free of the corporation, and to have entered into 
its pulses and passions, quorum partes fidmui. Both 
of us have learnt by this much which nothing eUe 
emld have taught us. " Yours. 

" P. S. I saw one of your brethren, another of the 
■llied sovereigns of Grub Street, the other day. Maw- 
man the Great, by whom I sent due homage to your 
imperial self. To-morrow's post may perhaps bring 
■ letter from you, but you are the most ungrateful 
Ud ungracious of correspondents. But there is 
nme excuse for you, with your perpetual levee of 
jwliticians, parsons, scribblers, and loungers. Some 
diy I will give you a poetical catalogue of them.'! 

Ldmb ■JSB. to MR. MOORE. 

"Ravenna, Stplcmber 17- 1821. 

" Tlie enclosed lines*, as you will directly per- 
ceive, are written by the Rev. W. L, E • ". Of 
course it is for Aim to deny them if they are not. 

" Believe me yours ever and most affectionately, 
«B. 

• " The Irish Avatar." In this copy the following aoir- 
tmce (taken from a letter of Curran, in the able Life of that 
true Jriahman, by hia son) is prefiicd an a motto to the Poem, 
— ".And Ireland, like a bastinadoed elephant, kneeling to 
recdvethepaltryrider."— ifKiTofCiimiii,i.ift, 'ol. ii. p. 33B. 
Al Ibe end of the verses are Iheae'woris ! — " {Signed) W, L. 
B • •, M. A„ and written with a view to ■ Bishoprick." 
VOL. V. R 
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" P. S. Can jou forgive this? It is only a rei^jf' 
to your lines against my ItalianB, Of coutee I wiB 
tland by my lines against all men , but it is heaiti'i 
breaking to Bee such things in a people as the rec^ 
tion of that unredeemed ••••••inan oppressed 

country. Your apodieosis is now reduced to a terd 
with bis welcome, and their gratitude to Gratten ii 
cancelled by their atrocious adulation of this, && 
4c. &C." 

Letteh tSS. TO MR, MOORE. 

" Ravenna, September 19, 18!I. 

" I am in all the sweat, dust, and blasphemy of an 
universal packing of all my things, furniture, &C. &r 
Pisa, whither 1 go for the winter. The cause hu 
been the exile of all my fellow Carbonics, and, 
amongst them, of the whole &mily of Madame G.; 
who, you know, was divorced from her husband last 
week, ' on account of P. P. clerk of this parish,' mi 

/who is obliged to join her father and relatives, no« 
in exile there, to avoid being shut up in a monas- 
tery, because the Pope's decree of separation re- 
quired her to reside in casa palema, or else, fbt 
decorum's sake, in a convent. As I could notUQ' 
with Hamlet, ' Get thee to a nunnery,' I am pK- 

: paring to follow them. 

' " It is awtiil work, this love, and prevents all i 

' oian's projects of good or glory. I wanted to go W 
Greece lately (as every thing seems up here) with 
her brother, who is a very fine, brave fellow (I have 
seen him put to the proof), and wild about libertj. 



But the tears of a woman who has led her husband 
for a man, and die weakness of one's own heart, are 
IHiaiiiouat to these projects, and 1 can hardly indulge 
1 Ihem. 

[ " We were divided in choice between Switzer- 
I Wd and Tuscany, and I gave my vote for Pisa, as 
Dearer the Mediterranean, which I love for the sake 
of the shores which it waslies, and for my young 
I rtcollections of 1809. Switzerland is a curst selfish, 
npioish country of brutes, placed in the most roman- 
tic region of the world, I never could bear the 
'nhabitants, and stiil less their English visiters ; for 
*hich reason, after writing for some information 
■bout houses, upon hearing that there was a colony 
of English all over the cantons of Geneva, &c. I 
unmediately gave up the thought, and persuaded 
tlte Gambas to do the same. 

" By the last post I sent you ' The Irish Avatar,' 
— what think jou? The last line — ' a name 
hever spoke but with curses or jeers' — must run 
either ' a name only uttered with curses or jeers,' 
or, ' a wretch never named but with corses or jeers," 
Beozie as how, ' spoke' is not grammar, except in the 
House of Commons ; and I doubt whetlier we can 
Say ' a name gpokeji,' for jnenlioned. I have some 
doubts, too, about 'repay,' — 'and for murder repay 
with a shout and a smile.' Should it not be, ' and 
fur murder repay him with shouts and a smile,' or 
' reioard him with shouts and a smile ?' 

" So, pray put your poetical pen through the MS. 
and teethe least bad of the emendations. Also, if 
there be any further breaking of Priscian's head, will 
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you apply a plaster ? I wrote in the greatest hurrj 
and fury, and sent it t>> you the day after ; so, dallb^ 
less, there will be some awful constructions, and I 
rather lawless conscription of rhythmus. 

" With respect to what Anna Seward calls ' the 
liberty of transcript,' — when complaining of Mist 
Matilda Muggleton, the accomplished daughter of i 
choral vicar of Worcester Cathedral, who had abiaei 
the said ' liberty of transcript,' by inserting in the 
Malvern Mercury Miss Seward's ' Elegy on Ibe 
South Pole,' as her ovm production, with her vtm 
signature, two years after having taken a copy, by 
permission of the authoress — with regard, I saj'tto 
the * liberty of transcript,' I by no means oppose as 
occasional copy to the benevolent few, provided it 
does not degenerate into such licentiousness of Veit 
and Noun as may tend to ' disparage my parts of 
speech ' by the carelessness of the trans cribblers. 

" 1 do not think that there is much danger of the 
' King's Press being abused' upon the occasion, ii 
the publishers of journals have any regard for thai 
remaining liberty of person. It is as pretty a pen 
of invective as ever put publisher in the way H 
■ Botany,' Therefore, if lA^ meddle with it, it ii 
at t/ieiT peril. As for myself, I will answer any joo' 
tieman — though I by no means recognise a ' righl 
of search' into an unpublished production and UD' 
avowed poem. The same applies to things publiahec 
lans consent. I hope you like, at least, the con' 
eluding lines of the Pook f 

" What are you doing, and where are you? ii 
England? Nail Murray — nail him to his WI 
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counter, till he shells out the thirteens. Since I 
mrote to you, I have sent him another tragedy — 
' Cain ' by name — making three in MS. now in his 
hands, or in the printer's. It is in the Manfred, 
metaphysical style, and full of some Titanic declam- 
ation; — Lucifer being one of the dram. pers. who 
takes Cain a voyage among the stars, and aflerwards 
to ^ Hades,' where he sliows him the phantoms of a 
former world, and its inhabitants. I have gone 
upon the notion of Cuvier, that the world has been 
destroyed three or four times, and was inhabited by 
mammoths, behemoths, and what not ; but not by 
man till the Mosaic period, as, indeed, is proved by 
the strata of bones found ;-~ those of all unknown 
animals, and known, being dug out, but none of 
mankind. I have, therefore, supposed Cain to be 
shown, m the raJdtmal Preadamites, beings endowed 
with a higher intelligence than man, but totally un- 
like him in form, and with much greater strength of 
mind and person. You may suppose the small talk 
which takes place between him and Lucifer upon 
these matters is not quite canonical. 

*< The consequence is, that Cain comes back and 
kills Abel in a fit of dissatisfaction, partly with the 
politics of Paradise, which had driven them all out 
of it, and partly because (as it is written in Genesis) 
Abel's sacrifice was the more acceptable to the 
Deity. I trust that the Rhapsody has arrived — it 
18 in three acts, and entitled *• A Mystery,' accord- 
ing to the former Christian custom, and in honour 
o^ what it probably will remain to the reader. 

" Yours," &c 
R 3 



Letieb 454. TO MR. MOORE. 

« S«pleniber Sa 13!l. 

" After the stanza on Grattan, coDcluding with 
' His soul o'er the freedom implored and denied,' 
will it please you to cause insert the following 
' Addenda,' which I dreamed of during to-dafl 

" Eier gloriuus CraUan ! &c &c. &e. 

I will tell you what to do. Get me twentj copiei 
of the whole carefully and privately printed oS, tl 
your lines were on the Naples affair. Seod me iB| 
and distribute the rest according to your ova plea- 
fiure. 

" I am in a 6ne vein, ' so full of pastime and pnc 
dignity!' — So here's to your hedth in a glass d 
grog. Pray write, that I may know by return of 
post — address to me at Pisa. The gods give you 
joy! 

" Where are you ? in Paris ? Let us hear. You 
wilt take care that there be no printer's name, ur 
author's, as in the Naples stanza, at least for (be 
present." 

Lrrr«»45S. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Hayenna, Stfptcmber 90. 1SJI. 

" You need not send ' The Blues,' which is i 
mere buffoonery, never meant for publication. ■ 
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" The papers to which I allude, in case of survivor- 
ship, are collections of letters, &c. Binee I was six- 
teea years old, contained in the trunks in the care of 
Mr. HoUiouse. This collection is at least doubled 
by those I have now here, all received since my last 
estraciam. To these I should wisli the editor to 
'have access, itot for the purpose oiabusiiig cotifidencei, 
nor of hurting the feelings of correspondents living, 
nor the memories of the dead \ but there are things 
which would do neither, that I have left unnoticed 
or unexplained, and which (like all such things) time 
only can permit to be noticed or explained, though 
some are to my credit. The task will, of course. 
require delicacy; but that will not be wanting, if 
Moore and Hobhouse survive me, and, I may add, 
yourself; and that you may all three do so, is, I assure 
you, my very sincere wish. I am not sure that long 
life is desirable for one of my temper and constitu- 
tional depression of spirits, which of course 1 sup- 
press in society ; but which breaks out when alone, 
and in my writings, in spite of myself. It has been 
deepened, perhaps, by some long-past events (I do 
not allude to my marriage, &c. — on the contrary, 
that raised them by the persecution giving a fillip to 
my spirits) ; but I call it constitutional, as I have 
reason to think iL You know, or you do not know, 
that my maternal grandfather (a very clever man, 
and amiable, I am told) was strongly suspected of 
suicide (he was found drowned in the Avon at Bath), 
and that another very near relative of the same 
branch took poison, and was merely saved by anti- 
dotes. For the first of these events there was no 
B 4. 
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ikfa, respected, and eJ 
hardlj forty yean 
of age, and iMt Uall addicted to any unhinging vice, 
It WW, bowerer, bat ■ ■troog suspicion, owing to 
the "fianm^ of bis deufa and his melancholy temper. 
Tbe tmmd had a caiue, bat it does not become m 
loodi upon it : it iafpen^ when I was Tar too joung 
to be aware of it, and I never heard of it till after dK 
desth of that rdadve, many years aAenrardE. I 
think, then, that 1 may call this dejection ana 
titmoL I bad always been told that I resembled 
more my maternal grandfather than any of n^ 
fitkfr's family — that is, in the gloomier part of lui 
temper, for he wa^ what you call a good-natured 
man, and I am not. 

" The Journal here I sent to Moore the other daji 
but as it is a mere diaiy, only partt of it would ever 
do for publication. The other Journal, of the Tour 
in I8I61 1 should think Augusta might let you have 
a copy of. 

" I am much mortified that Gifford don't take U 
my new dramaa. To be sure, they are as opposite 
to the English drama as one thing can be to anolNer; 
but I have a notion that, if understood, they trill it 
time find favour (though not an the stage) with titt 
reader. The simplicity of plot is intentional, u 
the avoidance of rant also, as also the compression 
of the speeches in the more severe situations, ^luit 
I seek to show in ' The Foscaris " is the siqtpnMtd 
passions, rather than the rant of the present day. 
For that matter — 
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" Nay, if thoult mouth, 
1*11 rant as well as thou — 

'ould not be difficult, as I think I have shown in 
ly younger productions — not dramatic ones, to be 
jre. But, as I said before, I am mortified that Gif- 
)rd don't like them; but I see no remedy, our 
otions on that subject being so different. How is 
e? — well, I hope? let me know. I regret his 
emur the more that he has been always my grand 
•atron, and I know no praise which would compen- 
ate me in my own mind for his censure. I do not 
(lind HeviewSy as I can work them at their own 
ireapons. " Yours, &c. 

<< Address to me at Pisa, whither I am going, 
fhe reason is, that all my Italian friends here have 
leen exiled, and are met there for the present, and 
! go to join them, as agreed upon, for the winter." 



Lrter 456. TO MR. MURRAY. 

« Ravenna, Septembjr 24. 182L 

" I have been thinking over our late correspond- 
ence, and wish to propose to you the following 
irticles for our future : — 

" Istly. That you shall write to me of yourself, 
>f the health, wealth, and welfare of all friends ; but 
if me (qiioad me) little or nothing. 

^ 2dly. That you shall send me soda-powders, 
ooth-powder, tooth-brushes, or any such anti-odon- 
algic or chemical articles, as heretofore, < ad libitum,' 
ipon bemg reimbursed for the same. 



" 3illy. That you shall not send me any modem, 
or (as tiiey are called) nerc publications, in Eng&A 
whattoever, Bave and excepting any writiug, proae or 
Terse, of (or reasonably presumed to be of) Waltff 
Scott, Crabbe, Moore, Campbell, Rogers, Gifliird, 
Joanna Baillie, Irvinff (the American), Hogg, Witon 
(Isle of Palms man), or any especial smgle woiiiri 
fancy which is thought to be of considerable meril; 
Voyages and Travels, provided that they are luAJff 
in Greece, Spain, Asia Minor, Albania, nor Idd), 
will be welcome. Having travelled the countriM 
mentioned, I know that what is said of them cm 
convey nothing farther which I desire to know about 
them. — No other English works whatsoever. 

" 4thly, That you send me no periodical wwb 
whatsoever — no Edinburgh, Quarterly, MoDdily, 
nor any review, magazine, or newspaper, EngUahw 
foreign, of any description. 

" Sthly. That yoa send me no opinions what 
soever, either good, bad, or indifferent, of yoursetf, 
or your friends, or others, concerning any work, « 
works, of mine, past, present, or to come. 

" 6thly. That all negotiations in matters of bu- 
siness between you and me pass through the mediun 
of the Hon. Douglas Kinnaird, my friend and tnisIM. 
or Mr. Hobhouse, as ' alter ego,' and tantamount U 
myself during my absence — or presence. 

" Some of these propositions may at first teeoi 
strange, but they are founded. The quantity of 
trash I have received as books is incalculable, and 
neither amused nor instructed. Reviews and map- 
sines are at the best but ephemeral and superfid^ 
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. reading : who thinks of the grand article of lastyear 
] iu any given Review? In the next place, if they 
regard oiyBelf, they tend to increase egotism. If 
fiivourable, I do not deny that the praiae dates, and 
{f unfavourable, that the abuse irritates. The latter 
may conduct me to inflict a species of satire which 
I jTOuId neither do good to you nor to your friends : 



' tkti/ may smile 
you all in hand, it would r 
Bp like gourde. I did i 
people 



may ^ou ; but if I took 
t be difficult to cut you 
much by as powerful 
and I know little as yet. 



in ihree-and-thirly, which should prevent me from 
making all your ribs gridirons for your hearts, if 
cuch were my propensity: but it is tiot; therefore 
Jet me hear none of your provocations. If any thing 
occurs so very gross as to require my notice, I shall 
hear of it from my legal friends. For the rest, I 
merely request to be left in ignorance. 

" The same applies to opinions, good, bad, or tTtdi/- 
Jhvnt, of persons in conversation or correspondence. 
These do not interrupt, but they soil the current of 
my miiid. I am sensitive enough, but not till I aa 
I' troubled ; and here I am beyond the touch of the 
' ^ort arms of literary England, except the few feelers 
of the polypus that crawl over the cbannels in the 
way of extract. 

■■ All these precautions in England would be use- 
lets ; the libeller or the flatterer would there reach 
me in spite of all ; but in Italy we know little of 
literary England, and tbink less, except what reaches 
BS through some garbled and brief extract in some 
■able gazette. For two years (excepting two or 
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three articles cut out and sent to you by the pOBt)I 
never read a newspaper whidi was not forced upas 
me by some accident, and know, upon the whole, ti 
little of England as you do of Italj, and God hum 
that is little enough, with all your travels, &c, &c. (a. 
The English travellers huno lUdy a< yott know 
GuerD&ey : how much is Huit f 

" If any thing occurs bo violently gross or personil 
as requires notice, Mr. Douglas Kiunaird will let nu 
knou) ; hut ofprajge I desire to bear nothing. 

" You will say, ' to what tends all this ?' I irili 
answer THAT ; — to keep my mind Jree a?id unbiaitid 
by all paltry and personal irritabilities of praise or 
censure — to let niy genius take its natural direction, 
while my feelings are like the dead, who know no- 
thing and feel nothing of all or aught that is said or 
done in their regard. 

"If you can observe these conditions, you will 
spare yourself and others some pain : let me not be 
worked upon to rise up ; for if I do, it will not be lijr 
a little. If you cmnoi observe these conditions, *e 
shall cease to be correspondents, — but not/Hcmk 
for I shall always be yours ever and truly, 

" P. S, I have taken these resolutions not from 
any irritation against you or yours, but simply upon 
reflection that all reading, either praise or censure, 
of myself has done me harm. Wlien I was in Swit- 
Eerland and Greece, I was out of the way of hearing 
and how Iwrote Oiere ! — In Italy lam out of 
fhe way of it too : but latterly, partly through inj 
fault, and partly through your kindness in wishiif 
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to send me the newest and nioBl periodical publica- 
tioDS, I have had a crowd of Reviews, &c. thrust 
upon me, which have bored me with their jargon, of 
one kind or another, and taken off my attention from 
greater objects. Vou have oJeo sent me a parcel of 
trash of poetry, for no reason tliat I can conceive, 
unless to provoke me to write a new ' English 
Bards.' Now Ms I wish to avoid ; for if ever I do, 
it will be a strong production ; and I desire peace 
as long as the fools will keep their nonsense out of 
my way." • 

Lctteu 457. TO MB. MOORE. 

" September 27. 1S21. 

" It was not Murray's fault. I did not send the 
MS. overture, but I send it nowf , and it may be 

' It would be difficult W describe more strongly or more 
nmrindngly UianXord Byran bos done in this Ucler Lhe sort 
of pettj, but Ihwarting obsu-uctions sad distnctiuiu which ore 
■1 prcKDt lhn»rn across the path of men of real laJcnt by that 
tw«nn of minor critics and pretenders with wliom lhe want of 
a Tent in otlier professons has crowded all the walks of litera- 
ture. Nor is il only the writers of the day thai sulTer frum 
this multifarious rush into the mart;^ — the read era also, from 
hiving (as Lord Byron expresses it in another letter) " the 
lupetficiea of too many things presented to them at once," 
come to l«e by dvgrcea their powers of discrimination ; and, 
la the same manner as the palate becomes conFused in trying 
TBioua wines, so the public taste declines in proportion as tlic 
impressions to which it is exposed multiply. 

+ The lines " Ob WelUngton," which I had missed in their 
original place at the opening of the third Canto, and took 
fof granted that they had t>cen suppressed by his publisher. 
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restored ; — or, at any rote, you may keep the origi' 
nal, and give any copies you please. I send it, as 
written, and as I rtad it to you — I have no ochci 

copy- 

" By last week's two posts, in two packets, I sent 
to your address, at Pant, a longish poem upoo tbe 
late Irishism of your countrymen in their reception 
of " • ". Pray, have you received it ? 
high Roman fashion,' and full of ferocious phantasy. 
As you could not well take up the matter with Faddy 
(being of tlie same nest), I have ; — but I hope stil 
that I have done justice to his great men and hit 
good heart. As for • " ", you wiU find it laid ob 
with a trowel. Idelight in your 'facthistorical'- 
is it a feet? 

" Yours, &c 

" P. S. You have not answered me about Sehlege! 
— why not? Address to me at Pisa, whither I am 
going, to join the exiles — a pretty numerous bodj 
at present. Let me hear how you are^ and what you 
mean to do. Is there no chance of your recrossiirg 
the Alps? If the G. Rex marries again, let him nol 
want an Epithalamium — suppose a joint coqce: 
you and nie, ]ike Steruhold and Hopkins I " 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



jQcam^i 



" I add another cover to request you to ask Moore 
to obtain (if possible) my letters to the late Lady 
Melbourne from Lady Cowper, They are very 
ud ought to have been restored long ago, 
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IB I was reaJy to give back Lady Melbourne's in 
ucchange. These latter are in Mr. Hobhouse's 
wtody with my other papers, and shall be punctu- 
Ily restored if required. I did not chooee before to 
pply to Lady Cowper, as her mother's death 
aturaJly kept me from intruding upon her feelings 
t the time of its occurrence. Some years have 
ow elapsed, and it is essential that I should 
ave my own epistles. They are essential as con- 
rming that part of the ' Memoranda' which refers 
Jlhe two periods (1812 and ISli) whei my mar- 
iage with her niece was in contemplation, and will 
snd to show what my real views and feelings were 
pon that subject. 

" You need not be alarmed ; the ' fourteen years • ' 
'ill hardly elapse without some mortality amongst 
s; it is a long lease of life to speculate upon. So 
our calculation will not be in so much peril, as the 
argosie' will sink before that time, and ' the 
lound of flesh ' be withered previously to your being 
long out of a return. 

" I also wish to give you a hint or two (as you 
lave really behaved very handsomely to Moore in 
he business, and are a fine fellow in your line) for 
(onr advantage. If by your own management you 

an extract any of my epistles from Lady , 

[•••••• •^j they might be of use in your 

• He here adverts to a passing remark, in one of Mr. Mur- 
tft letters, thai, as bis Lordsliiji'a " Memorancla " wtre nol lo 
If published in his lircljme, the sum row paid for Ihc work, 
IIOK would most probably, *poii a reasonable calculation of 
"itriYOrship, amount ullimatclj to no less than 8000/. 
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collection (sinkiDg of course tlie nameg and aU 
dreumttances as might hurt living feelings, or I 
of mrvivors) ; they treat of more topics then Ion 
occasionally. 

" I will tell you who may happen to have bc 
ters of mine in their possess ton : Lord Foweracomti 
some to his late brotlier; Mr. Long of — (I forgS 
his place) — but the father of Edward Long of the 
Guards, who was drowned in going to Lisbon enHj, 
in 1809 ; Miss Elizabeth Pigot, of Southwell, Nottt 
(she may be Mistress by this time, for she hadi 
year or two more than I) : they were not love-lettCTS, 
so that you might have them without scruple. Thert 
are, or might be, some to the late Rev. J. C. Tatte^ 
sail, in the hands of his brother (half-brother) iMr. 
Wheatley, who resides near Canterbury, I think 
There are some of Charles Gordon, now of Dul- 
wich ; and some few to Mrs. Choworth ; but the* 
latter are probably destroyed or inaccessible. • * 

" I mention these people and particulars merely 
as chances. Most of them have probably destroyed 
the letters, which in fact are of little import, maflV 
of them written when very young, and several it 
school and college. 

" Peel (the second brother of the Secretary) will 
correspondent of mine, and also Porter, the son B 
-he Bishop of Clogher ; Lord Clare a very volumi- 
nous one; William Harness (a friend of Milman'*) 
another ; Charles Drumniond (son of the banker); 
William Bankea (the voyager), your friend : B.C. 
Dallas, Esq.; Hodgson; Henry Druiyj HobhoW 
you were already aware of. 
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, " I have gone through this long list" of 

" ■ The cold, the faitlJesa, and the dead,' 

because I know that, like ' the curious in fish-sauce, 
you ore a researcher of such things. 

" Besides these, there are other occasional ones to 
literary men and so forth, complimentary, &c. &c 
(c. not worth much more than the rest. There are 
tome hundreds, too, of Italian notes of mine, scrib- 
Ued with a noble contempt of the grammar and dic- 
tiottary, in very English Etruscan ; for I speiA Italian 

" To sU the persona upon this list wlio were accessible, ap- 
[riicalioD has, of course, been made, — with wliat success it is 
In Ihe reader's power lo judge from ttie communications Chat 
kare been laid bcforo him. Among the companions of the 
poef B boyhood there are (as I hate already had occasion to 
tDcntioD and regret) but few traces of his youthliil corre- 
ipondenre to be found ; and of all those who knew him St 
that period, his fair Southwell correspondent alone seems to 
ten been sufficient]; endowed with the gift of second-sight to 
M&ipBle the Byron of a future day, and foresee the com- 
pouod interest that Time and Fame would accumulate on 
'•ray precious scrap of the young bard which she hoarded. 
On the whole, however, it is not unsatisfactory to be able to 
MMe that, with the eiception of a very small minority (only 
' «M of whom is possessed of any papers of much importance), 
irery distinguished associate and intimate of the noble poet, 

itn came forward cordially to communicate whateier memo- 
All Uley possessed of him, — trusting, as I am willing to 
tacr myself, that they conRded tbese tieisures In one, who, 
' if UC able tu do full justice to the memory of their common 

Hand, would, at least, not willingly suffer it (obe dishoDOured 

in liii hands. 

VOL. V. a 



collection (sinking of course the names and all idA 
circumstances bs might hurt limng reelings, oi 
of surEivoTS) ; they treat of more topica tha; 
occasionally. 

" I wiU tell you who may happen to have some let- 
ters of mine in their possession : Lord Powersanirt 
some to his late brother; Mr. Long of — (I forget 
his place) — but the father of Edward Long of ibe 1^ 
Guards, who was drowned in going to Lisbon earij r 
in 1809 ; Miss Elizabeth Pigot, of Southwell, Nwtt P 
(she may be Mistress by this time, for she had I ^ 
year or two more than I) : they were oat love-letters, ■ 
so that you might have them without scruple. There 
are, or might be, some to the late Rev. J. C. Tattw- 
sail, in the hands of his brother (half-brother) Mr. 
Wheatley, who resides near Canterbury, I thiai- 
There are some of Charles Gordon, now of Dul- 
wich ; and some few to Mrs. Chaworth ; but these 
latter are probably destroyed or inaccessible. • * 

" I mention these people and particulars merdy 
as chances. Most of them have probably destroyed 
the letters, which in fact are of little import, many 
of them written when very young, and several al 
school and college. 

" Peel (the second brother of the Secretary) vui 
correspondent of mine, and also Porter, the son of 
he Bishop of Clogher ; Lord Clare a very volumi- 
nous one; William Harnees (a friend of Mitmao's) 
another ; Charles Drummond (son of the banker); 
William Bankes (the voyager), your friend : R. C. 
Dallas, Esq. ; Hodgson ; Henry Drury ; HobhouM 
you were already aware of. 
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I ** I have gone through this long list" of 

" ■ The cold, the faithless, and Iht dead,' 

because 1 know that, like ' the curious in fish-sauce, 
yon are a researcher of such things. 

" Besides these, there are other occasional ones to 
literary men and so forth, coraplimeotary. Sec. &c 
Ac. not worth much more than tlie rest. There are 
some hundreds, too, of Italian notes of mine, Ecrib- 
bled with a noble contempt of the granimar and dic- 
tionary] in very English Etruscan ; for I speak Italian 

• To alt the persona upon this list who were accessible, ap. 
plicalion has, of coiLree, been made,.— with what fiucceas it is 
in the rewler's pnwcr to judge from tlie communicati'ans that 
hiTe been laid before him. Among the companions of the 
poet'a boyhood there are (as I have already had occasian to 
mention and regret) but Sew traces of his youthful corre- 
^oadcnce to he found; and of all those who knew him « 
that period, his fur Southwell correspondent alone seemi to 
hire been sufficiently endowed with the gift of second-sight to 
■Dticipate the Byron of a future day, and foresee the com- 
pound interest that Time and Fame would accumulate on 
tmy precious scrap of the young bard which she hoarded. 
On the whole, however, it is hot unsatisfactory to be ^le to 
Blue that, with the exception of a very small minority (only 
Bw of whom is possessed of any papers of much importance), 
tterj distinguished associate and intimate of the noble poet, 

liara come forward cordially to communicate whatever memo- 
riUs ttiey possessed of him, — trusting, as I am willing to 
finter myself, that they confided these treasures to one, who, 
if not able to do full justice to the memory of their common 
Mend, would, at lensl, not willingly sufler it to be dishonoured 
in his hands. 

VOL. V. s 
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very fluently, but write it cardessly and incorrecllj 
to a degree." 

Lnru 459. TO MR, MOORE. 

" September S9. 1831. 

" I Bend you two rough thinga, prose and lene, 
not much in themselves, but which will show, one of 
them, the state of the country, and the other, of your 
friend's mind, when they were written. Neither of 
them were sent to the person concerned, but yw 
will see, by the style of them, that they were sincere, 
as I am in signing myself 

" Yours ever and truly. 
"B." 

Of the two enclosures, mentioned in the for^gmng 
note, one was a letter intended to be sent to I^ady 
Byron relative to his money invested in the funds, oT 
whicli the following are extracts : — 

" Havenna, Marza Imo, 1831. 

" I have received your message, through ray sis- 
ter's letter, about English security, &c. &c. It is 
considerate, (and true, even,) that suck is to be found 
—but not that I shall find it. Mr. • *, for his own 
views and purposes, will thwart all such attempts till 
he has accomplished his own, viz. to make me lend 
my fortune to some client of his choosing. 

" At this distance — afler this absence, and wit!) 
my utter ignorance of affairs and business — with 
my temper and impatience, I have neither the 
means nor the mind to resist. Thinking of the fundi 
as I do, and wishing to secure a reversion to mf 



liiter and her chQdren, I should jump at most 
expedients. 

" What I told you is come to pass — the Neapoli- 
tan war is declared. Your funds will fall, and 1 shall 
be in consequence mined. Til at's nothing — but my 
bJood relations will be so. You and your child are 
provided for. Live and prosper — I wish so much to 
both. Live and prosper — you have the means. I 
think but of my real kin and kindred, who may be 
tiK victims of this accursed bubble. 

" You neither know nor dream of the consequences 
of this war. It is a war of nw» with monarchs, and 
*Sl spread like a spark on the dry, rank grass of 
the vegetable desert. What it is with you and your 
Enghsh, you do not know, for ye sleep. Wliat it is 
with UR here, I know, for it is before, and around, 
and within us. 

" Judge of my detestation of England and of all 
that it inherits, when I avoid returning to your 
country at a time when not only my pecuniary 
interests, but, it may be, even my personal security, 
require it. I can say no more, for all letters are 
(^ned. A short time will decide upon what is to 
be done here, and then you will learn it without 
bebg more troubled with me or my correspondence. 
Whatever happens, an individual is little, so the cause 
is forwarded. 

" I have no more to say to you on the score of 
afeirs, or on any other subject." 

The second enclosure In the note consisted of 
mne vereea, written by him, December 10th, 1820, 
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TO MB. VOORE. 



" I hare written to jou lately , both la proee l^ 
Terse, at great length, to Paris and Loadon. I pre- I 
sume that Wfs. Moore, or whoever is your Iteis | 
deputy, will forward my packets to you in Londm. ' 

" I am setting off for Pisa, if a slight incipient ill- ' 
tenoittent fever do not prevent me, I fear it it nrt | 
stroDg enough to give Miuroy much chance of 
realising his thirteens agab. I hardly should nffts 
it, I think, provided you raised your price upoo 
"'tm — as what Lady Holdernesg (my sister's giudr . 
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mother, a Dutchwoman) used to coll Augusta, her 
Residee Legaioo — bo as to provide for us all; my 
bones with a splendid and larmoyante edition, and 
you with double what is esaactable during my 

■> I have a strong presentiment that (bating some 
if the way accident) you will survive me. The 
aace of eight years, or whatever it is, between 
lothing. I do not feel (nor am, indeed, 
s to feel) the principle of life in me tend to 
jrity. My fatlier and mother died, the one at 
[, and the other at forty-five ; and 
ptfiush, or somebody else, says that nobody lives 
y without having one parent, at least, an old 

^] tkould, to be sure, like to see out my eternal 

er-in^aw, not so much for her heritage, but 

IK my natural antipathy. But ttie indulgence of 

■ •natural desire is too much to expect tVom the 

Jence who presides over old women. I bore 

jpiwith all this about lives, because it has been 

a my way by a calculation of insurances which 

ray has sent me. 1 really think you should have 

!, if I evaporate within a reasonable time. 

pi wonder if my ' Cain' has got safe to England. 

lire written since about sixty stanzas of a poem, 

e stanzas, (in the Pulci style, which the fools 

Tn EnglaDd think was invented by WhistJecraft — it 
is as old as the hills in Italy,) called ' The Vision of 
of Judgment, by Quevedo Redivivus,' with this 
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I thank Ihee, Jew, for teaching me that wori' 

" In thia it is my intent to put tlie said George'i 
Apotheosis in a Whig point of view, not forgettii^ 
the Poet Laureate for hie preface and his other 
demerits. 

" 1 am JQst got to the pass where Saint Peter, 
hearing that the royal defunct had opposed Catholic 
Emancipation, rises up, and, interrupting Satan't 
oration, declares he will change places with Cerbenu 
sooner than let him into heaven, while he has the 
iieys thereof. 

" I must go and ride, though rather feverish and 
chilly. It is the ague season ; but the agues do me 
rather good than harm. The feel after the ^( is B 
if one had got rid of one's body for good and all. 

" The gods go with you ! — Address to Pisa. 
" Ever yours. 

■' P. S. Smce I came back 1 feel better, thougb 
I stayed out too late for this malaria season, under 
the thin crescent of a very young moon, and got off 
my horse to walk in an avenue with a Signora he 
an hour. I thought of you and 



mood, as I should have 
been once ; and yet it was a nete woman, (that is, 
new to me,) and, of course, expected to be made 
love to. But I merely made a few common-place 
speeches. 1 feel, as your poor iriend Curran sud, 
before his death, ' a mountain of lead upon my 



beAit,' which I believe to be constitutional, and that 
aothii^ will remove it but the amne remedy." 



Lnru'KI. TO MR. MOORE. 

" October e. 1821. 

" By this post I have sent my nightmare to balance 
the incubus of ■ ■ ''s impudent anticipation of the 
ApotheoBiB of George the Third. I should like you 
to take a look over it, as I think there are two or 
three things in it which might please ' our puir hill 
folk.' 

" By the last two or three posts I have written 
to you at length. My agve bows to me every two 
or three daya, but we are not as yet upon intimate 
ipeakicg terms. I have an intermittent generally 
every two years, when the climate is favourable (as 
It is here), but it does me no harm. What I find 
vorse, and cannot get rid of, is the growing depres- 
Hon of my spirits, without sufGcient cause. I ride 
— I am not intemperate in eatmg or drinking — and 
my general health is as usual, except a slight ague, 
which rather does good than not. It must be con- 
ititutioaal ; for I know nothing more than usual to 
depress me to that degree. 

" How do you manage ? I think you told me, at 
Venice, that your spirits did not keep up without a 
little claret. I con drink, and bear a good deal of 
ynne (as you may recollect in England) : but it 
don't exhilarate — it makes me savage and suspicious, 
and even quarrelGome. Laudanum has a similar 
effect ; but 1 can take much of it without any cSect 
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at alL The thing that gives me the highest ijntitf 
(it seems absurd, but true) is a close of sa^ — ItaetH 
in the afternoon, after their effect,* But one caa\\ 
take th^i like champagne. 

" Excuse this old woman's letter; but mj kumj 
choly don't depend upon health, for it is just wj 
same, well or ill, or here or there. 

" Yours,' &c 



Letcir 462. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Ravenna, October 9. IJll' 

" You wi]l please to present or convey the a- 
closed poem to Mr. Moore. I sent him another 
copy to Paris, but he has probably left that city. 

" Don't forget to send me my first act of ' WenB' 
(if Hobhouse can find it amongst my papers)— 
■end it by the post (to Pisa); and also cut out 
Harriet Lee's ' German's Tale' from the ' Canterbury 
Tales,' and send it in a letter also. I began tfin 
tragedy in 1815. 



■ It was, no doubt, tnno a similar esperience of its effect 
itiat Dryden always took physic nben aboul to wKte any ddnj 
of impoiiance. His caricature, Bayes, h accordingly nnd 
to say, " Wlien I have a grand design, I ever lake physc ID 
let blood ; for, when you would have pure swiftness of tbaa^ 
and fiery flights of fancy, you must have a care of the penth 
part ) — in short," &c. &c. 

On this subject of the effects of medicine upon the nui 
and spirits, some curious facts and illustrations have been, irii 
nis usual research, collected by Mr. D'Israeli, in bia amnal 
" Curioaties of Literature." 
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" By the way, you have a good deal of my prose 
tracts in MS.? Let me have proofs of them all 
agedn — I mean the controversial ones, including 
the last two or three years of time> ■ Another 
question! — The Epistle of St. Paul, wliich I trans- 
lated from the Armenian, for what reason have you 
kept it back, though you published that stuff which 
gave rise to the ' Vampire ? ' Is it because you arc 
afraid to print any thing in opposition to the cant of 
tlie Quarterly about Manicheism ? Let me have a 
proof of that Epistle directly. I am a better Chris- 
tisD than those parsons of yours, though not paid for 
being so. 

" Send — Faber's Treatise on the Cabiri. 

" Sainte Croix's Mysteres du Paganisrae (scarce, 
perhaps, but to be found, as Mitford refers to his 
•fork frequently). 

" A common Bible, of a good legible print (bound 
in ruasia). I ftave one ; hut as it was the last gifi 
of my sister (whom I shall probably never see 
again), I can only use it carefully, and less fre- 
quently, because I like to keep it in good order. 
Don't forget this, for I am a great reader and 
admirer of those books, and had read tliem through 
and through before I was eight j'ears old, — that is 
to say, the Old Testament, for the New struck me 
as a task, but the other as a pleasure. I speak as a 
boJ/, from the recollected impression of that period 
at Aberdeen in 1796. 

" Any novels of Scott, or poetry of the same. 
Ditto of Crahbe, Moore, and the Elect ; but none of 
your curst common-place trash, — unless something 



starts up of actual merit, which may very well b? 
for 'tU time it should." 



LtTTKR 463. TO MB. MURRAY. 

" October 2a 18JL 

" If the errors are in the MS. write me down in ) 
hbb : they are not, and I am content to undergo any 
penalty if they be. Besides, the omitted stand 
(last but one or two), sent aftenoards, was that b ' 
the MS. too? 

" As to ' honour," I will trust no man's honour in 
affairs of barter. I will tell you why i a state of 
bargain is Hobbes's 'state of nature — a state of 
war.' It is so with all men. If I come to a friend, 
and say, ' Friend, lend me five hundred pounds,' •- 
he either does it, or says that he can't or won't; 
but if I come to Ditto, and say, ■ Ditto, I have an 
excellent house, or horse, or carriage, or MSS, or 
books, or pictures, or, &c. &c. &c. &c. &c. honestly 
worth a thousand pounds, you shall have them iv 
five hundred,' what does Ditto say? why, he loob 
at them, he Aumg, he ha's, — he humbufft, if he CSHi 
to get a bargain as cheaply as he can, because tt it 
a bargain. Tliis is in the blood and bone of man- 
kbd; and the same man who would lend another! 
thousand pounds without interest, would not buj« 
horse of him for half its value if he could help it- 
It is so: there's no denying it; and therefore I will 
have as much as I can, and you will give as littlei 
and there's an end. All men are intrinsical rascalii 



Bud I am only sorry that, not being a dog, I can't 
bite them. 

" I ani filling another book for you with little 
anecdotes, to my own knowledge, or well authenti- 
cated, of Sheridan, Curran, &c. and such other 
public men as 1 recollect to have been acquainted 
with, for I knew most of them more or less. 1 will 
do what I can to prevent your losing by my ob- 
sequies. " Yours," Src. 

LErrEtt4fi4. TO MR. ROGERS. 



" I ehall be (the gods willing) in Bologna on 
Saturday nest. This is a curious answer to your 
letter; but I have taken a house in Pisa for the 
wiDter, to which all my chattels, furniture, horses, 
carriageg, and live stock arc already removed, and I 
im preparing to follow. 

" The cause of this removal is, shortly, the exile 
DT proscription of all my friends' relations and con- 
iKctioDS here into Tuscany, on account of our late 
piditics ; and where they go, I accompany them. I 
merely remained till now to settle some arrangements 
sbout my daughter, and to give time for my furni- 
ture, &c. to precede me. I have not here a seat or 
> bed hardly, except some jury chairs, mid tables, 
■od a mattress for the week to come. 

" If you will go on with me to Pisa, I can lodge 
ynu for as long as you like ; (they write that the 
'louse, the Palazzo Lanfranchi, is spacious: it is on 
^ Amo ;) and I have four carriages, and as many 
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tttUle-hoTses (flicb as they are In these parts), 
with all other convenieiiceg, at your coiumaDd, 
sIm their owner. If you could do this, we may, 
leant, cross the Apennmes together ; or if you ta 
going by another road, we shall meet at Bologna,! 
hope- I address this to the post-office (as yon 
desire), and you will probably find me at the AlbeigD 
di San Marco. If you arrive first, wait till I come 
up, which will be (barring accidents) on Saturday or 
Sunday at &rthest. 

"I presume you are alone in your voyages. Moon 
is in London incog, according to my latest sdvicH 
fr<Hn those climes. 

" It is better tbaji a lustre (five years and ta 
months and some days, more or less) since we lUt: 
and, like the man trom Tadcaster in the luce 
(' Love laughs at Locksmiths'), whose acquaiDtanixsi 
including the cat and the terrier, who ' cau^l 
halfpenny in his mouth,' were all ' gone dead,' but 
too many of our acquaintances have taken the mat 
path. Lady Melbourne, Grattan, Sheridan, Currni. 
&c. &c, almost every body of much name of the old 
BchooL But ' BO am not I, said the foolish &t 
scullion,' therefore let us make the moBt of DO 
remainder. 

" Let me find two lines from you at ' the hottd 




Yours ever, Ac 



"B." 



LmiR 465. TO MR. MOORE. 

' Raven na, Oct. SS, 1921. 

" ' 'Tis the middle of night by the castle clock,' 
and in three hours more I have to set out on my way 
to Pisa — sitting up all night to be sure of rising. 
I have just made them take off my bed-clothcB — 
blanketB inclusive — in case of temptation from the 
^parel of sheets to my eyelids. 

" Samuel Rogers is — or is to be — at Bologna, 
I'bB he writes from Venice. 

" I thought our Magnifico would ' pound you,' if 
possible. He is trying to 'pound' me, too; but 
ni specie the rogue — or, at least, I'll have the odd 
shillings out of him in keen iambics. 

" Your approbation of' Sardanapalus' is agreeable, 
for more reasons than one. Hobhouse is pleased to 
tliiiik as you do of it, and so do some others — but 
the ' Arimaspian,' whom, like ' a Gryphon in the 
wQdemess,' I will ' follow for his gold ' (as I ex- 
horted you to do before), did or doth disparage it — 
' stinting me in my sizings." Hia notable opinions 
on the ' Foscari ' and ' Cain ' he hath not as yet 
forwarded ; or, at least, I have not yet received 
diem, nor the proofs thereof, though promised by 
last post. 

'• I see the way that he and his Quarterly people 
are tending — they want a row with me, and they 
diall have it. I only regret that I am not in England 
fbr the ftonce ; ae, here, it is hardly fair ground for 
!, isolated and out of the way of prompt rejoinder 
i information as lam. But, though backed by all 
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the corruption, and infamy, and patronage of thai 
master roguea and slave renegadoes, if they do once 
rouse me up, 

" < Tbey bad better gall the devil, Salisbury.' 

" I have that for two or three of them, vhicb th^ 
had better not move me to put in motion ; — and jel, 
after aJl, what a foo! I am to disquiet myself about 
such fellows I It was all very well ten or twehe 
years ago, when I was a ■ curled darling,' and minded 
such things. At present, I rata them at their cnie 
value ; but, from natural temper and bile, am not 
able to keep quiet. 

" Let me hear from you on your return &om 
Ireland, which ought to be ashamed to see you, aftu 
her Brunswick blarney, I am of Longman's opinion, 
that you should allow your friends to liquidate the 
Bermuda claim. Why should you throw away tbe 
two thousand pownth (of the wow-guinea Murray) 
upon that cursed piece of treacherous inveiglement? 
I tliink you carry the matter a little too far and Rcru* 
pulously. Wlien we see patriots begging publicly, 
and know tliat Grattan received a fortune from hii 
country, I really do not see why a man, in no whit 
inferior to any or all of them, should shrink from 
accepting that assistance from his private friends 
which every tradesman receives from his connections 
upon much less occasions. For, after all, it was nol 
your (fci(— it was a piece of swindling against yoa. 
As to • • • •, and the ' what noble creatures ! • 

* I bad mentioned to him, with all the praise and gnitituiie 
nich friendsliip deserved, some generous ofieis of aid lAaA, 
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&C. &c.' it is all very fine and very well, but, till 
you can persuade me that there is wo credit, and 
no lelf-applause to be obtained by being of use to 
a celebrated man, I must retain the same opinion 
of the human spedef, which I do of our friend 
W', Specte." 

Id the month of August, Madame Guiccioli bad 
joined her father at Pisa, and was now superintend- 
ing the preparations at the Casa Laniranclii, — one 
flf the most ancient and spacious palaces of that city, 
— for the reception of her noble friend. " He left 
Ravenna," says this lady, " with great regret, and 
with a presentiment that his departure would be 
the forerunner of a thousand evils to us. In every 
letter he then wrote to me, he expressed his dis- 
pleasure at this step. ' If your father should be 
recalled,' he said, 'Jimffwrfia Ij n R venna; 
and if he ia recalled prem n y d p ture, / 

raumn.' In this hope he d 1 y d h j ney for 
teveral months ; but, at las 1 g I ng any 
expectation of our immcdi n h wrote to 

me, saying — 'Isetoutmos u w U !y f seeing 
the most evil results for all fj a d p cipally 
tor yourself. I say no mere by 11 e ' And 

in another letter he says, ' 1 1 a R e n so un- 
irillingly, and with such a persuasion on my mind 
that my departure will lead from one misery to 

&OII1 more than one quarter, I had received at tJiis praiod, u)d 
Vhicli, though declined, have been not the less wurnl; trea- 
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another, each greater than the former, that I hi» 
not the heart to utter another word on the subject 
He always wrote to me at that time in Italian, nd 
I transcribe hig exact words. How entirely were 
these present iments verified by the event!"* 

After describing his mode of life while at 
veona, the lady thus proceeds: — 

" This sort of simple life he led until the fatal 
of his departure for Greece, and tlie few variatioia 
he made from it may be said to liave arisen stridy 
Irom the greater or smaller number of occasirai 
which were ofifered him of doing good, and from the 
generous actions he was continually perfonniig. 
Many families (in Ravenna principally) owed to him 
the few prosperous days they ever enjoyed. Hii 
arrival in that town was spoken of as a piece of 



* '^ Sgli era partito con mol 
e col pressenliineiita che la sua partenia da RaiEnns d sue 
cagione di mold mall. Id ogtii letlera cfae eglL mi ecrif 
allora eg]i mi cepiimeva il auo dispiacete di 1a<«;iare Bais) 
' Se papa i rithiamato (mi scrivera Egli) io tomo in qnd 
istanu a Ravenna, g se i rictuBmato prima delta mia partomi 
(D mm perto.' In quesUi sperania egli differt varii mi 
panire. Ma, finalmente, non pounda pill sperare il a 

lontieri preredenda dei mali assai grandi per vi 
sime per Toi; altro non dico, — lo vedrete.' 1 
lettera, ' Io lasdo Ravenna cod mal volontieri, e 
cbe la mia partcnza non puo die condurre da i: 
altro piil gtande che non ho cuore di scrivere i 
punlo.' Egli mi scriieva allora sempre in Italia 
le sue precise parole — ma eome quci 
verificaroDO ptH in appresso ! 
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public good fortune, and his departure as a public 
c^amity ; and this is the life which many attempted 
to asperse as that of a libertine. But the world 
muet at last learn how, with su good and generous 
a heart, Lord Byron, susceptible, it is true, of the 
most energetic passions, yet, at tjie same time, of the 
sublimest and most pure, and rendering homage in 
his acts to every virtue — how he, I say, couici afford 
, such scope to malice and to calumny. Circum- 
stances, and also, probably, an eccentricity of dis- 
position, (which, nevertheless, had its origin in a 
virtuous feeling, an excessive abhorrence for hypo- 
crisy and affectation,) contributed, perhaps, to cloud 
the splendour of his exalted nature in the opinion of 
many. But you will well know how to analyse these 
contradictions in a manner worthy of your noble 
ti-iend and of yourself, and you will prove that the 
goodness of his heart was not inferior to the grandeur 

At Bologna, according to the appointment made 
between them. Lord Byron and Mr. Rogers met; 
and >he record which this latter gentleman has, in 
hia Poem on Italy, preserved of their roceting, con- 
veys so vivid a picture of the poet at this period, 
with, at the same time, so just and feeling a. tribute 
to his memory, tliat, narrowed as my limits are 
now becoming, 1 cannot refrain from giving the 
iketch entire. 



" The leaf thai a 
onluckil; mialBid. 

vot. V. 
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" ' Twaa night ; tbe noiw and bustle of tbe day 
Weie o'er. The mDuntebank no longer wroug^ 
Miraculous cures — he and his sUge were gone; 
And he who, when Ihe crisis of his tsle 
Cumeg and all slood breathless with hope and ftn. 
Sent round his cap ; and he who thrumm'd his win 
And iKng, with pleading look, and plainCiTB itnia 



So well portjay'd and by a 
Whose voice had swell'd thi 
Were hush'd, Boujcna, sik 
The squares, when haik, th^ 



ibub in iua youtl^ 
n the atreeti, 
llering of fleet boolil 
roui far. 



Housing and hoUler, boot and belted coat 
And doublet stsin'd with many a various soil, 
Slopt and alighted. 'Twas where hangs alolt 
That ancient sign, the Filgrim, welcomiag 
All who arriye there, all perhaps save those 
Clad like himself, with staff and scallop-shell, 
Those on a pilgrimage: and now approacb'd 
Wheels, through the lolly porticoes reeoundiug. 
Arch beyond arch, a shelter or a shade 
As the sky changes. To the gate they camej 
And, ere the man had half his story done. 
Mine host received Ihe Master — one long used 
To sojourn among strangers, every where 
(Co where he would, along Ihe wildest track) 
Flinging a charm that shall not soon be lost. 
And leaving footsteps to be traced by those 
Who love the haunts of Genius ; one who saw, 



brolhei's vanity, once sent I 
tailor, Uueading his needle." 



of Bologna, as drawn by Anmbil C>- 
Ty humble origin ; and, to cotiecl In I 
portrait of their Mur, <)* 
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Obterved, nor shunn'd liw busj scenes of life. 
But mingled nolj Bnd mid IhE din, the tlir, 
Lived as a nepafatc Spirit. 

" Much bad pats'd 
Snce lut we parted; and Uiow live shDit yeais — 
Much had they [old! Hi« clu.sl«ring locks wen turn'. 
Grejr ; nor did aught recall the youth that BWatn 

Still it vraB Bwceti still from liis eye the thought 
FUsh'd lightoiug-like, nor lingered on the vay. 
Waiting for words. Far, far into the night 

Eiaing, we elimh'd the rugged Ajienniiie. 
" Well I remember how the gulden bun 
FiU'd with its beams the unfathomable gulfs 
As on we travetl'd, and along the ridge, 
'Mid graves of cork, and cistus, and wild fig, 
HU motley household came. — Not last nor least. 

Of Venice had so ably, lealouOy 

Served, and at parting, thrown his oar away 

Had worn so long that honourable badge *, 
The gondolier's, in a Patrician House 
Arguing unlimited trust. — .- Not last nor least. 
Thou, though declining in Ihy beauty and strength, 
Fulbful Moretlo, to the latest hour 
Guarding his chamber-door, and now along 
The silent, sullen strand of Missouinchi 
Howling in grief. 

" He had just left that Place 



" The principal gondolier, il fani 
HU that required judgment and addr 
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incemlhe Adkun sea* 
RiTENN* i where from Dahte'i. sacred tomb 
Ha bad so oft, as many a veisc dedBrest, 
Dnwn iaspLratJai] ; vrbvK at twilight-tim^ 
Througb the piae-forest wandering with Iook nia, 
Wandering ntid lost, he had so oft beheld J 
(WhM IB not lisiblE to a poet's eja ? ) 
The spcctre-knigbt, the beU-hounds, and their pr^, 
The chose, the slaughter, and the festal mirth 
Suddenl<r blasted. ' Twas a theme he loved. 
But others daim'd thdr turn ; and many a tower, 
Shatter'd uprooted from its native rock, 
Ita strength the pride of some heroic age, 
Appear'd and vanish'd (many a sturdy steer § 
Yoked and unyoked), while, as in happier days. 
He pour'd his spirit forth. The past fct^ot, 



Allw 



Not 



cloud ol 



And praise and blame fall on his ear alike. 
Now dull in death. Yes, Btroh, thou art goiw 
Gone like a sur that through the (lrmam«it 

DaiiUng, perplexing. Yet thy lieart, methintij 

or all things low or little; nothing ther« 
Sordid or servile. If imagined wrongs 
Funued thee, urging thee sometimes to do 
Things long regretted, oft, aa many know. 
None more than I, thy gratitude would build 
On shght foundations : and, if in thy life 

• " Adrianum mare. — Ciciao." 
t " See the Prophecy of Dante." 
\ " Sec the tale as told by Boccaccio and Dryden." 
i " They wait for the traveller's carriage at the foot of «^ 
hiU." 
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Not bappy, in Ih; death thou surely wert, 
Tbj wjeh occompUsh'd ^ f^yiog lo the Land 
Where ih; young mind had caught ethereal lire, 
Dying in Gnlzcz, and in a cause bo glorious I 

"They in thy train — ah, little did they ihink. 
As round we went, that they bo soon should sit 
Mourning beside thee, irhile a Nation nunim'd. 
Changing her festal for her funeral &ong ; 
That they so boor should hear the minute-guD, 
As morning gleam'd on what remain'd of thee, 
Roll o'er the sea, the mountains, numhering 
Thy years of joy and sorrow. 

" Thou art gone ; 
And he who would assail thee in thy grave, 
Oh, let him pause ! For who among at all, 
Tried as thoo wert — even from thine earliest yean. 
When wandering, yet unspoilt, a highland boy — 
Tried as thou wert, and with thy toul of flame ; 
Pleasure, while yet the down was on thy cheel. 
Uplifting, pressing, and to Hps like thine. 
Her charmed cup — ah, who among us all 
Could say he had not err'd as much, and more?" 

On the road to Bologna he liad met with his early 
id dearest friend, Lord Clare, and the foUowiag 
sacriptioD of their short interview is given in his 

Detached Thoughts." 

•< Fist, Naronber 5. 1823. 

" ' There is a strange coincidence sometimes in 
le little things of this world, Sancho,' says Sterne 
I a letter (if I mistake not), and so I have oflen 
lund it. 

« Page 128. article 91. of this collection, I had 
luded to my friend Lord Clare in terms such as 
ly feelings suggested. About a week or two after- 
^— T 3 
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wards I met him on the road between Imola and 
Bologna, after not having met for seven or ei^t 
years. He was abrond in 1814^ and came home just 
aslset out in 1816. 

" This meeting annihilated for a moment all the 
years between the present time and the days of 
Harrow, It vb.% a new and inexplicable feeling, like 
rising from the grave, to me. Clare, too, was muii 
agitated — more in appearance than was myself { for 
I could feel his heart beat to his fingers' ends, untees, 
indeed, it was the pulse of my own which made me 
think so. He told me that 1 should find a note from 
him left at Bologna. 1 did. We were obliged to 
part for our different journeys, he for Rome, I fi)r 
Pisa, but with the promise to meet again in spring. 
We were but five minutes together, and on the 
public road; but I hardly recollect an hour of my 
existence which could be weighed against them. He 
had heard that I was coming on, and had left fail 
letter for me at Bologna, because the people with 
whom he was travelling could not wait longer. 

" Of all I have ever known, he has always beeo 
the least altered in every thing from the excellent 
qualities and kind affections which attached me to 
him so strongly at school. I should hardly hsve 
thought it possible for society (or the world, ai il 
is called) to leave a being with so little of the leaven 
of bad passions. 

" I do not speak from personal experience only. 
but from all I have ever heard of him from others, 
duting absence and distance." 
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After remaining a day nt Bologna, Lord Byron 
crossed the Apennines with Mr. Rogers ; and I 
find the following note of their visit together to the 
Gallery at Florence : — 

" I revisited the Florence Gallery, &c. My former 
impressionB were confirmed; but there were too 
itany visiters there to allow one to feel any thing 
properly. When we were (about thirty or forty) all 
ituSed into the cabinet of gems and knick-knackeries, 
b a comer of one of the galleries, I told Rogers that 
it ' felt like being in the watclihouse." I left him to 
make his obeisances to some of his acquaintances, 
Bad strolled on alone — the only four minutes I could 
match of any feeling for the works around me. I 
do not mean to apply this to a tite-d-lite scrutiny 
H-ith Rogers, who has an excellent taste, and deep 
feeling for the arts, (indeed much more of both than 
1 can possess, for of the former I have not much,) 
but to the crowd of jostling starers and travelling 
talkers around me. 

" I heard one bold Briton declare to the woman 
On his arm, looking at the Venus of Titian, ■ Well, 
Iqow, this is really very fine indeed," — an ob- 
jservation which, like that of the landlord in Joseph 
Andrews on ' the certainty of death,' was (as the 
landlord's wife observed) ' extremely true.' 

" In the Pitti Palace, I did not omit Goldsmith's 
prescription for a connoisseur, viz. ' that the pic- 
tures would have been better if the painter had 
talcen more pains, and to praise the works of Pietro 
Perugmo.' " 
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Ifiii. TO MR. MUREAT. 

■' Piu, November 3. Jatl. 

" The two passages conoot be altered without 
making Lucifer talk like the Bishop of Lincohi,whidi 
would not be in ihe character of the former. Ihc 
notion is from Cuvier {thM of ^\\e old wwldt), ail 
have explained in on additional note to the preface. 
The other passage is also in character : if nmuaiK, 
so much tlie better, because then it can do no harm, 
and the sillier Satan is made, the safer for eneij 
body. As to ' alarms,' &c. do you really think auch 
things ever led any body astray ? Arc these people 
more impious than Milton's Satan? or the Prome- 
theus of ^schylus 7 or even than the Sadduceu 
of* •, the ' Fall of Jerusalem' * •? Are not Adam, 
Eve, Adah, and Abel, as pious as the catechism? 

" Gilford is too wise a man to think that sudi 
things can have any serious effect ; vj/io was erer 
altered by a poem? I beg leave to observe, that there 
is no creed nor personal hypothesis of mine in all 
this ; but I was obliged to m^e Cain and Ludfff 
talk consistently, and surely this has always been 
permitted to poesy. Cain is a proud man : if Lucifer 
promised him kingdom, &c. it would elale him : the 
object of the Demon is to depress him still further id 
his own estimation than he was before, by showing 
him infinite things and his own abasement, till be 
falls into the frame of mind that leads to the catai* 
trophe, from mere iaterttal irritation, tiot pretax 
dilation, or envy o{ Abel (which would have mule 
intemptiblc), but from the rage and (lUJ 
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^^Ktt the inadequacy of his state to hia concep- 
^^PS and which discharges itself rather against life, 
^HMJie Author of life, than the mere living. 

" His subsequent remorse is the natural effect of 
baking on his sudden deed. Had the deed been pre- 
m£taied, his repentance would have been tardier. 

" Either dedicate it to Walter Scott, or, if you 
think he would like the dedication of' The Foscaris' 
better, put the dedication to ' The Foscaris.' Ask 
him which. 

" Your first note was queer enough ; hut your two 
Other letters, with Moore's and Gifford's opinions, 
, set all right again. I told you before that I can 
never «Boj( any thing. lam like the tiger: if I miss 
die first spring, I go grumbling back to my jungle 
again ; but if I rfo kit, it is crushing. • • • You 
'iisparaged the last three cantos to me, and kept 
them back above a year ; hut I have heard from 
England that (notwithstanding the errors of the 
press) they are well thought of; for instance, by 
American Irving, which last is a feather in my 
^fool's) cap. 

" You have received my letter (open) through 
Mr. Kinraird, and so, pray, send mc no more reviews 
of any kind. I will read no more of evil or good in 
that line. Walter Scott has not read a review of 
himtelf for thirteen years. 

" The bust is not my property, but Hobhouse's. I 
addressed it to you as an Admiralty man, great at 
the Custom-house. Pray deduct the expenses of the 
Eame> and all others. 

" Yours," &c 



LmEB46T. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Pba, Not. 9. 1811. 

" I vever read the Memoirs at all, not even Rince | 
they were written : and I never will : the piua of 
writing them was enough ; you may spare me tint 
of a perusal. Mr. Moore lias (or may have) a dii- ' 
cretionary power to omit any repetition, or espres- 
sions which do not Geem^ooif to^im, who is abetter 
judge than you or I. 

" Enclosed is a lyrical drama, (entitled ' A Mysteryi' 
^m its subject,) which, perhaps may arrive in time 
for the volume. You will find it pious enough, I 
trust, — at least some of the Chorus might have been 
written by Sternhotd and Hopkins themselves fbr 
that, and perhaps for melody. As it is longer, and 
more lyrical and Greek, than I intended at first, 1 
have not divided it into acts, but called what I hire 
sent Piai First, as there is a suspension of the 
action, which may cither close there without impro- 
priety, or be continued in a way that I have in view. 
I wish the first part to be published before the 
second, because, if it don't succeed, it is better to 
stop there than to go on in a fruitless experiment. 

" I desire you to acknowledge the arrival of thit 
packet by return of post, if you can conveniently, 
with a proof. 

" Your obedient, &c 

" P. S. My wish Is to have it published at the 
same time, and, if possible, in the same volume, 
with the others, because, whatever the merits or 
demerits of these pieces may be, it will perhaps be 



i ^owed that each is of a different kind, and in a 
IvSfierent style; bo that, including the prose and the 
LDon Juans, &c I have at least sent you varkti/ 
\ during the last year or two. 



LnTEB46S. TO MR. MOORE. 

" Pisa, NoTember 16. ISei. 

" There is here Mr. " •, an Irish genius, with 
lom we are acquainted. He hath written a really 
j ttedletU Commentary on Dante, full of new and true 
rmation, and much ingenuity. But his verse is 
1 as it hath pleased God to endue him withal. 
Nerertheless, he is so firmly persuaded of its equal 
[ excellence, that he won't divorce the Commentary 
n the traduction, as I ventured delicately to hint, 
■—not having the fear of Ireland before my eyes, and 
I upon the presumption of having shotten very well in 
hia presence (with common pistols too, not with my 
Miinton's) the day before. 

" But he is eager to publish all, and must be 
gratified, though the Reviewers will make him suffer 
Qore tortures than there are in his original. Indeed, 
the Notes are well worth publication ; but he insists 
upon the translation for company, so that they will 
come out together, like Lady C ■ * t chaperoning 
Misfi • ". I read a letter of yours to him yesterday, 
and he begs me to write to you about his Poeshie. 
lie ia really a good fellow, apparently, and I dare 
kay that his verse is very good Irish. 

" Now, what shall we do for him ? He says that 
he will risk part of the expense with the publisher. 
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He will never rest tOl he is published and abused— 
Ibf he has a high opiDion of himself — and I Kt 
notfaing left but to gratify him, so as to have hio 
abused as little as possible ; for I think it would lal 
bim. You must write, then, to Jeffrey to beg bin 
not to review him, and 1 will do the same to GiSoii, 
through Murray, Perhaps they might noti 
Comment without touchmg the text. But I dmJ* 
the d<^ — the text is too tempting. • • 

" I have to tliank you again, as I believe I dUi 
before, for your opinion of ' Cain,' &c. 

" You are right to allow to settle the dnmii 

but I do not see why you should repay him ont^^' 
your legacy — at least, not yet.* If you /eeliiivii 
it (as you are ticklish on such points) pay him tbt 
interest now, and the principal when you are amf 
in cash ; or pay him by instalments ; or pay bim sil 
do my creditors — ^that is, Tial till they make me. 

" I address this to you at Paris, as you desire- 
Reply soon, and believe me ever, &c. 

'* P. S. What 1 wrote to you about iow spinli 
is, however, very true. At present, owing to lln 
climate, &c. (I can walk down into my garden, ami 

* Having diEcaicred that, nhile I was abroad, a kind tnm 
hsd, without any communication with mysvir, placed *t ik 
disposal of the person who acted for Die a targe sum fbr th 
ditcbu^ of this claim, I thought it right to allow the monq 
thus generously destined, to be employed as was inlmded, in 
then immediately repaid my friend out of the sum giien ii 
Mr. Murray for the manuKtipl. 

It may seem obtrusisB, I fear, to enter into this sort of pc 
sonal deUiU; but, without some few words of eiploniliii 
such pasBoget as the above would be unintelligible. 
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it my own orangea, — and, by the way, have got 

rrhcea in consequence of indulging in this meri- 

ixury of proprietorship,) my spirits are much 

You seem to think that 1 could not have 

' Vision,' &c. under the influence of low 

; but I think there you err.* A man's 

i a distinct faculty, or Soul, and has do 

B to do with the every-day individual than the 

□ with the Pythoneas when removed from 

Upod." 

%e correspondence which I am now about to 
I, though long since published by the gentleman 
|l whom it originated f, wiU, I have no doubt, 
t by those already acquainted with all the cir- 
uices, be reperused with pleasure; as, among 
my strange and affecting incidents with which 
i pages abound, there is not one, perhaps, so 
hing and singular as that to which the following 



B'tey remark had been hasty and inconsiderate, and Lord 
! view borne out by all eiperience. Almost aU 
gloomy writers have been, in social tire, mirlbfu) 
The author of ihe Night Thoughts was a " fetlow 
It;" and of the pathetic Rove, Pope saya — 
be would laugh all day long — he would do 
g else but laugh." 
lee " Thoughts on Private Dovolion," by Mr, Sheppard. 
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TO LORD BYRON. 

" Froine, Somerset, November 21. If 

« My Lord, 

" More than two years since, a lovely i 
beloved wife was taken from me, by lingering disei 
after a very short union. She possessed uovaiyinf 
gentleness and fortitude, and a piety so retiring 
rarely to disclose itself in words, but so ~ ' 
as to produce uniform benevolence of conduct. 
the last hour of life, after a farewell look on a latelj 
born and only infant, for whom she had evbced m 
expressible affection, her last whispers were ' God'i 
happiness ! God's happiness ! ' Since the secoat 
anniversary of her decease, I have read 
which no one had seen during her life, and whici 
contain her most secret ttioughts. 1 am induced 
communicate to your Lordship a passage ftom these 
papers, which, there is no doubt, refers to youisdf; 
as I have more than once heard the writer mentitc 
your agility on the rocks at Hastings. 

" ' Oh, my God, I take encouragement from the 
assurance of thy word, to pray to Thee in behalf oi 
one for whom I have lately been much interested 
May the person to whom 1 allude (and who is nMi 
we fear, as much distinguished for his neglect o< 
Thee as for the transcendant talents thou hast be- 
stowed on him) be awakened to a sense of his awn 
danger, and led to seek that peace of mind in a prfr 
per sense of religion, which he has found this world' 
enjoyments unable to procure ! Do Thou grant ibal 
his ftiture example may be productive of far more 



, eitensive benefit than hia past conduct and writings 

have been of evil ; and may the Sun of righteousness, 

vhich, we Crust, will, at some future period, arise on 

I tim, be bright in proportion to the darkness of those 

I clouds which guilt has raised around him, and the 

I balm which it bestows, healing and soothing in 

i proportion to the keenness of that agony which the 

ponishment of his vices has inflicted on him ! Ma; 

ihe hope that tlie sincerity of my own efforts for tlie 

I attainment of holiness, and the approval of my own 

love to the great Author of religion, will render this 

prayer, and every other for the welfare of mankind, 

more efficacious! — Cheer me in the path of duly; — 

but, let me not forget, that, while we are permitted 

to animate ourselves to cxertiou by every innocent 

oiotive, chcGe are but the lesser streams which may 

serve to increase the current, but which, deprived 

' of the grand fountain of good, (a deep conviction of 

iaborn sin, and firm belief in the efficacy of Christ's 

I death for the salvation of those who trust in him, 

' and really wish to serve him,) would soon dry up, 

and leave us barren of every virtue as before. 

"'July SI. 1814 Hastings.' 

« There is nothing, my Lord, in this extract which, 
in a literary sense, can at all interest you ; but it may, 
perhaps, appear to you worthy of reflection how 
deep and expansive a concern for the happiness of 
others the Christian faith can awaken in the midst 
of youth and prosperity. Here is nothing poetical 
and splendid, as in the expostulatory homage of 
M. Delamartine ; but here is the gul/lime, my Lord ; 
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for [his intercession was offered, on jour account, tu 
the supreme Sourer of happiness. It sprang ftom ■ 
faith more confirmed than that of the French poel; 
and from a charity which, in combination with fiiitli, 
showed its power unimpaired amidst the languors 
and pains of approaching dissolution. I will hope 
that a prayer, which, I am sure, was deeply sincere) 
may not be always unavailing. 

" It would add nothing, my Lord, to the fame with 
which your genius has surrounded you, for an un- 
known and obscure individuaJ to express his admir- 
ation of it. I had rather be numbered with those 
who wish and pray, that ' wisdom from above,' and 
• peace,' and ' joy,' may enter such a mind. 

" JOIIK SHEPPARa" ■ 

However romantic, in the eyes of the cold nd 
worldly, the piety of this young person may appear, 
it "ere to be widied that llie truly Christian feeling 
which dictated her prayer were more common anong 
all who profess the same creed ; and that those mdi- 
cations of a better nature, so visible even throu^ 
the clouds of his character, which induced this 
innocent young woman to pray for Byron, while 
living, could have the effect of inspiring others with 
more charity towards his memory, now that he is 
dead. 

Tlie following is Lord Byron's answer to ihii 
affecting com muni cation. 
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I have received your lelter. I need not say, 
lot the extract which it cootains lias affected me, 
le it would imply a want of all feeling to have 
t with indifference. Though I am not quite 
lat it was intended by the writer for me. yet 
Jie date, the place where it waa written, with some 
Kher circumstances that you mention, render the 
fusion probable. But for whomever it was meant, 
liave read it with all the pleasure which can arise 
io melaocholy a topic, I a&y pUamre — be- 
your brief and simple picture of the life and 
nueanour of the excellent peraon whom 1 trust you 
iU again meet, cannot be contemplated without the 
ilmiration due to her virtues, and her pure and un- 
retending piety. Her last moments were particu- 
rly Btriking; and I do not know that, in the course 
'reading the story of mankind, and still less in my 
Mervations upon the existing portion, I ever met 
ith any thing so unostentatiously beautiful. In- 
.aputably, the firm believers in the Gospel have a 
*eat advantage over all others, — for this simple 
•ason, that, if true, they will have their reward 
ereafler ; and if there be no hcreatlcr, they can be 
ut with the infidel in his eternal sleep, having hai! 
le assistance of an exalted hope, through lite. 
'ithout subsequent disappointment, since (at the 
'orst for them) ' out of notliing, nothing can arise, 
lot even sorrow. But a man's creed does not de- 
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pend upon himself; who can say, I mill believe thii. 
tliHt, or ihe Dttier? and least of all, that which bei 
least con compTehend. I have, however, observed) 
that those who have begun life with extreme &itlv,{ 
have in the end greatly narrowed it, ae Chillingworthi| 
Clarke (who ended as an Arian), Uayle, and Gibhij 
(once a Catholic), and some others ; while, on tiitl 
other hand, nothing ia more common than for tlie 
early sceptic to end in a firm belieti like Mauperltdii 
and Henry Kirke White, ' 

" But my business is to acknowledge your lett^i . 
and not to make a dissertation. I am obliged tojwj 
for your good wishes, and more than obliged by ib^g 
extract from the papers of the beloved object whw' 
qualities you have so well described in a few woriis, 
I can assure you that all the fame which ever cheuel 
humanity into higher notions of its own importaiK 
would never weigh in my mind against the pure tm 
pious interest which a virtuous being may be plesKd 
to take in ray welfare. In this point of view, I wouH 
not exchange the prayer of the deceased in my bdislf 
for the united glory of Homer, Cjesar, and Ni^leoa. 
could such be accumulated upon a living head. Do 
nie at least the justice to suppose, that 
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however tlie ' deteriora sequor* may have been 
applied to my conduct, 

" I have the honour to be 

" Your obliged and obedient servani, 
« Btbos. 



\ "p. S. I do not know that 1 £ 

; but I presume timl you will not be 

rooted by the mistake (if it is one) on the address 

^diis letter. One who has so well explained, and 

■epiy felt, the doctrines of religion, will excuse the 

r which led me to believe him its minister." 



TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Pisa, Dtici 
" By extracts in the English papers, — in your 
dy ally, Galignani's ' Messenger,' — I perceive 
W ' the two greatest examples of human vanity ij 
lie present age ' are, firstly, < the ex-Empero 
upoleon,' and, secondly, ■ his Lordship, &c. 
loble poet,' meaning your humble servant, ' 

ultlef "■ 

1 " Poor Napoleon ! he little dreamed to what vile 
■nparisons the turn of the wheel would redut 
1 

I have got here into a femous old feudal palazzo, 
the Amo, large enough for a garrison, with dun- 
9 below and cells in the walls, and so full of 
fiiosls, that the learned Fletcher (my valet) has 
b^ged leave to change his room, and then refused 
b) occupy his new room, because there were more 
^osts there tlian in the other. It is quite true that 
khere are most extraordinary noises (as in all old 
l>uitdings), which have terrified the servants so as to 
hcommode me extremely. There is one place where 
Ipeople were evidently walled up ; for there is but one 
Wdble passage, broIu>n through the wall, and then 
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t H W doted igain upon the inmate. 
4 to the LanfVanchi family, (the 
4 hy UgoUiM in his dreum, as his penecd 
«ilk SSwioafc) Mkd has had a fierce owner or ti 
w its (NBCt TW sttinmse. &c. is said to have 
Wk tQT Mkbel AgMlo. It is not yet cold en 
brnlw*.. Wlnt&diraMe: 

* I aMb howercr, bothered about these spectra 
(•■tktjrw^tfaekst occupants were, too,)ofwbon: 
h«i*«>]r«lH«»tMithing. nor. indeed, heard (mjMJ/) 
kill tfi A* «th«r c«n have beeD regaled by all ihA 
<f m f igMlwr W ■Wlih. The first night I thought 
kMw4 •> %M MHM^bM it has not been repeated, i 
ha!>« MM kM« ken nore than a month. 
'• Yc 



Lntcft HI. TO MR. MURRAY. 

- Pt*. D«-™ber 10. 1821- 

" ThW dHV and this hour, (one, on the clodi,) n' 
daughter is »ix years old. I wonder when 1 
see her again, or it' ever I shall see her at all. 

" I h«ve remarked a curious coincidence, wtiidi 
almost looks lilte a liit^ily. 

" My MoAer, my wifi, my limigkirr, my half^Hf 
my wifcr'j «ioM«r. my natvrat dayghter (as ftr It 
least as / am concerned), and otSfsflf, are aD o*^ 

- My father, by his Srst marriage whb U' 
(.'onyers (an only child), had only mv tiater; v' 
by his second marriage with an mJj thiUli 



Lady Byron, as you kiiow, was one 
IB my (laughter, &c. 
» not this ratlier odd — sucli a complication of 
y children ? By the way, send me my daughter 
l«'i miniature. I have only the print, wlijeh gives 
idea or her complexion. 

" Yours, &c. B." 






TO MR. JIOORE. 



" Pisa, December 12. 1821. 

" What ynu say about Galignam's two biographieR 
S very amusing ; and, if I were not lazy, I would 
certtuniy do what you desire. But I doubt my pre- 
•ent stock of facotiousness — that is, of good ierioiw 
fltimour, so as not to let the cat out of the bag." I 
*ish you would undertake it. I will forgive and 
iidulge you (like a Pope) beforehand, for any thing 
ludicrous, that might keep those fools in their own 
4ear belief that a man is a lottp garou. 
I " I suppose I told you that the Giaour story had 
Dctually some foundation on facts; or, if I did not, 

* Til. Galignani having eipreswd a wish to be fumiehed 
iirith a short Memoir of Lord Byron, for the purpose of pre. 
Aiing it to the Frcoch edition of his works, 1 had »id jest- 
ingly in a preceding letter to his Lordship, Chat it would bo but 
a fair satire an the disposition of the world to ■■ bcmonsler hU 
liotures," if he would write for the public, English as well as 
Trench, a sort of mock-heroic account of himself, outdoing, in 
VtOrron and wonders, all thai had been jet related or beliered 
of him, and leaving even Gnethe's story of the double murder 
iui Viareace (a behind. 
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you will one (lay find it io a letter of Lord Sliga'^ 
written to me afier the publication of die poem. 1 
should not like marvels to rest upon any account of 
my own, and shall say nothing about it. How 
the rW incident is still remote enough from the 
poetical one, being just such as, happening to a 
of any imagination, might suggest such a cornposi' 
tion. The worst of any real adventures ie that thij 

involve living people — else Mrs. 's, s, 

are as ' german to the matter ' as Mr. Maturin coulJ 
desire for his novels. ■ • • • 

" The consummation you mentioned for poor ' 
was near taking place yesterday. Riding pretty 
sharply after Mr. Medwin and myself, in turnin^ 
corner of a lane between Pisa and the hills, hewB 
spilt, — and, besides losing some claret on the spot, 
bruised himself a good deal, but is in no danger, 
was bled, and keeps his room. As I was a-head of 
him some hundred yards, I did not see the accident; 
but my servant, who was behind, did, and gays th 
^rae did not fall — the usual excuse of floored eques- 
trians. As • • piques himself upon his horseman- 
ship, and his horse is really a pretty horse enough, 1 
long for his personal narrative, — as I never yet met 
the man who would ^>?y cfeim a tumble as his own 
property. 

" CoulJ not you send me a printed copy of the ' 
' Irish Avatar?' — I do not know what has be 
of Rogers since we parted at Florence. 

" Don't let the Angles keep you from writing. 
Sam told me that you were somewhat dissipated m 







" p. S. December 13. 

" I enclose you some lines written not long ago, 

'«^ich you may do what you like with, as they are 

Very harmloBS. » Only, if copied, or printed, or set, 

( I couidwish it more correctly than in the usual way, 

I in which one's ' nothings are monstered,' as Corio- 

\aaus says. 

. • The following are the lines enclosed in this letter. In 

DIM of his Journals, where they a 
I jnned tothem iliefollowingnoie:- 
■ (t!xcept the fourth, addiid now) a few days ago, on the rnod 
from Florence to Pisa. 

" Oh, talt not to me of a name great in story ; 
The days of our youth arc the days of our glory ; 
And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-iwcnly 
Are worth all your laurels, though ever so plenty. 

•• What are garlands and crowns lo Ihe brow that is wrinkled? 
'Tia but as a dead flower »ith May-dew besprinkled. 
Then away wilh all auch from Ihc head (hat is hoary! 
What care I for the wreaths that can onli/ give glory? 

•' Oh Fame ! if I e'er took delight in thy praises, 

■TWBS leas for the sake of thy high-sounding phrases, 
Than to sec the bright eyes of Ihe dear One discover 
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 

" Tfiere chiefly I sought thee, there oidy I found thee ; 
Mer glance was the best of the raya that surround thee ; 
When it sparkled o'er aught that was bright in my story, 
1 knew it was love, and 1 felt it was glory." 



" You iniut reaDj get * ■ publUb 
w3] rest till he is M). He La just f 
broken head to Lucca, at mj desire, to*^ 
a aoi from being bmL He SpaniiA *! 
baa her petticosts over Lucca, had i 
demned a poor denl to the itake, for I 
wafer boxout of adurdi. Shelley ai 
were ap in arms against this piece of piety, I 
been dutartnng erery body to get the i 
changed. * * ia gone to see what can be A 



LEmK4T3. TO HR. SHELLEY. 

" My dear Shelley, 

" Endosed u a note for you from . W. 

Eons are all very true, I dare Bay, and it mi^ ' 
may be of perional inconvenience to us. But 
does not appear to me to be areason toallowat 
to be burnt without trying to save him. To Bare 
by any means but rniKmrtrtmce is of course o 
the question ; but I do not see why a teniperati 
monstrance should hurt any one. Lord GuiUb.i 
the man, if he would undertake it. He knows i 
Grand Duke personally, and might, perhaps, prtn 
upon bim to interfere. But, as he goes to-morrt 
you must be quick, or it wDl be useless. Make i 
use of my name that you please. 

« Yours ever," &c- 



l,B7rrB.i 474. TO MR. MOOIIE. 

" I send you the two notes, which wUl tell you the 
«tory I ailuile to of the Auto da Fe. Sheliey's allu- 
tion to his ' fellow'serpent' is a buftbonery of mine. 
Goethe's MephistofiluE calls the serpent who tempted 
Eye ' my aunt, the renowned snake ;' and I always 
insist that Shelley is nothing but one of her nephews, 
Walking about on the tip of his tail." 



TO LORD BYRON. 

" Two o'clock, Tuesday Morning. 

*' My dear Lord, 

" Althougli strongly persuaded that the story 
tnoat be either an entire fabrication, or so gross an 
exaggeration as to be nearly so ; yet, in order to be 
able to discover the truth beyond all doubt, and to 
let your mind quite at rest, 1 have taken the deter- 
mination to go myself to Lucca this morning. Should 
it prove less false than I am convinced it is, I shall 
not fail to exert myself in ecery loay that I can ima- 
gine may have any success. Be assured of this. 
" Your Lordship's most truly, 

" P. S. To prevent bavardage, I prefer going in 
person to sending my servant with a letter. It is 
better for you to mention notliing (except, of course, 
to Shelley) of my eKciirfiion, The person I visit 
there is one on whom I can have every dependence 
m every way, both as to authority and truth." 



r 




TO LORD BYRON. 

" Thursday MmniDg' 

* My de«- Lord BjTOk. 

' I fatv din moRuog that the design, wlud 
II in coo temptation, of bumiag mj' 
IS beoi abandoned, and that he hu 
d to tbe galleys. Lord Guilford i) 
our courier applied to me B 
* be oi^t to leave your letter for him 
«r net, I have tbougfat it best since this infornutin 
ta teO him to Uke it back. 

'■ Ever taithfiilly yours, i 

" P. B. Shellbt," I 

LmnaKS. TO SIR WALTKK SCOTT, BABT. 
■■Pisa, January 12. ll!!> 

" My dear Sir Waller. 

" I Deed not say how gTateful I am for jpont 
letter, but I must own my ingratitude in not having 
written to you again long ago. Since 1 left En^Bod 
(and it is not for all the usual term of tiansportaiion) 
I have scribbled to five hundred blocklieads on 
business, 4c. without difficulty, though with no great 
pleasure; and jet, with the notion of addressing you 
a hundred times in my head, and always in my heart, 
I have not done what I ought to have done. I cut 
only account for it on the same principle of trema- 
lous anxiety with which one sometimes makes Im^e 
to a beautiful woman of our own degree, with whom 
one i§ enamoured in good earnest ; whereasr v^ 



fes (resh-colouriid housemaid without (I speak, 
!, of earlier times) any sentimental remorse 
JBtion of our virtuous purpose. 
e to you for more than the usual obligation 
i| courtesies of literature and common friend- 
[Jfbr you went out of your way in 1817 to dome 
ce, when it required not merely kindness, but 
e to do so : to have been recorded by you in 
er, would have been a proud memorial 
but at such a time when ' all the world 
I *nd his wife,' as the proverb goes, were trying to 
'[ample upon me, was something still higher to my 
Mif-esteem, — I allude to the Quarterly Review of 
llie Third Canto of Childe Harold, which Murray 
told me was written by you, — and, indeed, I should 
nive known it without his information, as there could 
lot be tteo who could and would have done this at 
the time. Had it been a common criticism, however 
eloquent or panegyrical, I should have felt pleased. 
Undoubtedly, and grateful, but not to the extent 
irhich the extraordinary good- h ear tedness of the 
whole proceeding must induce in any mind capable 
of such senaationa. The very tardiness of this ac- 
tnowledgment will, at least, show that 1 have not 
forgotten the obligation; and I can assure you that 
my sense of it has been out at compound interest 
during the delay. I shall only add one word upon 
ttie subject, which is, that I think that you, and Jef- 
frey, and Leigh Hunt were the only literary men, of 
numbers whom I know (and some of whom I had 
«erved), who dared venture even an anonymous word 
IB my favour just then : and that, of those three, I 



I never seen one at all — ^of the st 
tlian I desired — and thai the third was uiui^rnol 
of obligation to me, whatever ; while tlii: o 
had been actually attacked by me or 

II one, indeed, with some provocatioi 
other wantonly enough. So you see you ti 
heaping ' coals of fire, &c.' in the truf 

nner, and I can assure you that they h 
down to my very heart. 

' I am glad that you accepted the Ini>cri[J 
meant to have inscribed ' The Foacarini' 
stead; but first, I heard that ' Cain' ¥ 
the least bad of the tvvo as a compositu: 
2dly, 1 have abused S • " like a pickpock^ 
''note Co the Foscarini, and I recollected that! 
friend of yours (though not of mine), and I 
would not be the handsome thing to dedicate^ 
friend any tiling containing such i 
another. However, I'll work the Laureate befint | 
have done with him, as soon as I con muster Kl- 
lingsgate therefor. I like il row, and always did 
from a boy, in the course of which propensitfi 1 
must needs say, that I have found it the most essj 
of all to be gratified, personally and poetically. Too 
disclaim 'jealousies;' but I would ask, as BoswcU 
did of Johnson, ' of whom could you hejealouif' — 
of none of the living certainly, and (taking all tad 
all into consideration) of which of the dead P I don't 
like to bore you about the Scotch novels, (as they 
call them, though two of them are wholly EngliBh, 
and the rest half so,) but nothing can or could ever 
persuade me, since I was the first ten minutes in 
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my, that you are not the man. To nie 
^els have bo nmch of ' Auld long Byne' (1 
a canny Scot till ten years old) that 1 never 
jpthout them ; and when I removed from Ra- 
ft Pisa the other day, and sent on my library 
Fthey were the only bouk^ that I kept by me, 
"h I already have them by heart. 

'■ JonuarjST. 1822. 
BJelayed tilt now concluding, in the hope that I 
lihave got ' The Pirate," who is under way for 
It has not yet hove in sight. I hear that your 
led, and I suppose by this time you 
If a grandfather — a young one, by the way, 
\ heard great things of Mrs. Lockhart's per- 
md mental charms, and much good of her lord : 
lEyou may live to see as many novel Scotts aa 
there are Scots' novels, is the very bad pun, but sin- 
cere wish of 

" Yours ever most affectionately, &C. 
" P. R. 'WTiy don't you take a turn in Italy? You 
would find yourself as well known and as welcome 
as in the Highlands among the native^. As for the 
English, you would be with them as in London ; and 
I need not add, that I should be delighted to see you 
again, which is far more than I shall ever feel or say 
for England, or (with a few exceptions ' of kith, kin, 
and allies') any thing that it contains. But my 'heart 
warms to the tartan,' or to any thing of Scotland, 
which reminds me of Aberdeen and other parts, not 
so far from the Highlands as that town, about 
Invercauld and Braemar, where I was sent to drink 
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gmtajafim 1795-6th nmcciacoce of a threatened 
decfiae after tfae Mvlct fever. But I am gossiping, 
90^ good n^ht — aikd the gods be with ^our dreams I 

" I^^, present mj reelects to Lady Scott, >iii> 
n^, fohtft, recoDm hating seen me in town ia 
1815. 

■^ I lee that one ef your supporters (far like Sir 
Hildebraod, I am fmid of GuiOin) b a mermiud; it 
is my crttt too, and with precisely the same curl [>f 
tail. TTiere'seoocatenatiooforyou: — lambuildi:^ 
a little cutler M Genoa, to go a cruising in the lUiii- 
n^r. I kiMW you like the sea too." 



" Pisa, FehnuuTp- 6. IS2J. 

" ' Try back the deep lane,' till we find a publi^c 
for the ' Vision ;* and if none such is to be foimd. 
print fifly copies at mj expense, distribute tiim 
amongst ray acquaintance, and you will soon see 
that the booksellers vyill publish them, even !f re 
opposed them. That they are now atiaid is natural, 
but I do not see that I ought to give way on thtf 
accounL I know nothing of Rivington's ' Remon- 
strance 'by the ' eminent Churchman;' but 1 sup- 
pose he wants a living. I once heard of a preacher 
at Kentisi) Town against ' Cain.' The same outcry 
was raised against Priestley, Hume, Gibbon, Vol- 

* This letter hiu been alresdy published, with a few othoi. 
in B periodical work, and is knowa to have I 
tiia Isle Mr. Douglas Kionaird. 



b and all the men who dared to put tithes to the 



H'l have got S 's pretended replyi to which I 

urprised that 7011 do Dot allude. Whs 

3 done is to t^all him out. The quefition is, 

bid he come? for, if he would not, the whole 
J would appear ridiculous, if I were to take a 
ixpensive journey to no purpose. 

i* You must be my second, and, as such, I wish to 

I a[^ly to you, as one well versed in the duello, 
Kiomachie. Of course I shall come to England 
vately as possible, and leave it (supposing that 

ir object which could bring me to that country 
spt to settle quarrels accumulated during my 



BBy the last post I transmitted to you a letter 
e Rochdale toll business, from which there 
Bmoneys in prospEct. My agent says two tliou- 
d pounds, but supposing It to be only one, or even 
-Jntndred, still tlicy may be moneys ; and I have 
1 long enough to have an exceeding respect for 
lismalleBt current coin of any realm, or the least 
I, wliicli, although I may not want it myselli may 

mething for others who may need it mi 
\ Tliey say that ' Knowledge is Power : 

I ; but I now know that they meant 
uid wjien Socrates declared, ' that all 
mew was, that he knew nothing,' he merely 
.0 declare, tliat he had not a drachm in 



1 
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" The circulars are arrived, and circulating like the 
vortices (or vortexes) of Descartes. Stiil I hare I 
due care of the needful, and keep a look out ahed. 
as my notions upon the score of moneys raindde 
with yours, and with all men's who have lived in 
see that every guinea is a philosopher's stone, or at 
least his touc/i-Btone. You wiU doubt me tlie leu, 
when I pronounce my firm belief, that CofA is I'lrtuc 

"I cannot reproach myself with much expenii- 
ture : my only extra expense (and it is more than I 
have spent upon myself) being a loan of two Jiuii- 

dred and fifty pounds to ; and fifty poundt' 

worth of furniture, which I have bought for liiiii> 
and a boat which I am building for myself at Genos. 
which will cost about a hundred pounds more. 

" But to return. I am determined to have all ll« 
moneys I can. whether by my own funds, or surccs- 
sion, or lawsuit, or MSS. or any lawful means what- 

"I will pay (though with the sincerest relucHuict:) 
my remaining creditors, and every man of law, b) 
instalments from the award of the arbitrators. 

" I recommend to you the notice in Mr. Hansoa'i 
letter, on the demands of moneys for the Itochdllf 
tolls. 

" Above all, I recommend my interests to youi 
honourable worship, 

" Recollect, too, that I expect some moneys ki 
the various MSS. (no matter what) ; and, in short 
' Item quoeunqvemodQ, Rem I' — the noble feelingol 
cupidity grows upon us with our years. 

" Yours ever," 4c 
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477. TO MR. MURRAY. 

'■ Pisa, Februarys. 1853. 

** Attacks upon me were to be expected, but I per- 
me one upon you in the papers, whicli I confess 
itt I did not expect. How, or in what manner, 
Wean be coneidered responsible for what / pub- 
di, I am at a loss to conceive. 

" If ■ Cain' be ' blasphemous,' Paradise Lost is 
■pbemous ; and the very words of the Oxford 
Infleman, ■ Evil, be thou my good,' are from that 
tty poem, flora the mouth of Satan, and is there 
hy thing more in that of Lucifer in the Mystery ? 
■liD is nothing more than a drama, not a piece of 
tgoment. If Lucifer and Cain speak as the first 
tnrderer and the first rebel may be supposed to 
|>ak, surely all the rest of the personages talk also 
Wording to their characters — and the stronger 
talons have ever been permitted to the drama. 

" I have even avoided introducing the Deity as in 
Mpture, (though Milton does, and not very wisely 
ither,) but have adopted his angel as sent to Cain 
Utead, on purpose Co avoid shocking any feelings 
n the subject by falling short of what all uninspired 
ttn must fall short in, viz. giving an adequate no- 
on of the effect of the presence of Jehovah. The 
Id Mysteries introduced him liberally enough, and 
1 this is avoided in the new one. 

" The attempt to bully you, because they think it 
on't succeed with me, seems to me as atrocious an 
tempt as ever disgraced the times. What I when 
ibbon's, Hume's, Priestley's, and Druromond's 
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t in peace ieri 



publishers liave been allowed to rest in peace 
seventy years, are you to be singled out for a wort 
of_fictiari, not of history or argument ? There niM 
be something at the bottom of this — some pmltl 
enemy of your own : it is otherwise incredflde. 

" I can only say, ' Me, me ; en adsum qui tsii 
— that any proceedings directed against you, I bc^ 
may be transferred to me, who am willing, and ouglll, 
la endure them all ; — that if you have lost mOMJ 
by the publication, I will refund any or all of Ik 
copyright; — that I desire you will say tliatboUi|t( 
and Mr. Gtfford remonstrated against the piibliiifr 
tioa, as also Mr. Hobhouse ; — that /alone occaaiowi 
it, and I alone am the person who, eitlier legallf' 
otherwise, should bear the burden. If they pr» 
cute, 1 will come to England — that is, if, bynutf- 
ing it in my own person, I can save youra. Letw 
know. You sha'n't suffer for me, if I can help it 
Make any use of this letter you please. 

" Yours ever, At 

" P. S. I write to you about all this row of b*! 
passions and absurdities with the sujnmtf mM 
(tor here our winter is clearer than your dog-iijii 
lighting the winding Arno, with ali her buildbgtin' 
bridges, — so quiet and stilll — What nothings <>< 
we before the least of these stars I " "" 



Liru;a478, TO MR. MOORE. 

" Pisa, Fcbraaij iTS 

" 1 am rather surprised not to have had an ans'V § 
to my letter and packets. Lady Noel is d 
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iposBJble that I may have to go to England 

le the division of the Wentworth property, 

'what portion Lady B. is to have out of it ; all 

•iriiich was left undecided by the articles of separ- 

ition. But 1 hope not, if it caii be done without, — 

t and I have written to Sir Francis Burdett to be my 

veTeree, as he knows the property. 

Continue to address here, as I shall not go if I 

avoid it — at least, not on that account. But I 

may on another ; for I wrote to Douglas Kinnaird 

convey a message of invitation to Mr. Southey 

meet me, either in England, or (as less liable 

fe> interruption) on the coast of France. This was 

Hbout a fortnight ago, and I have not yet had time 

have the answer. However, you shall have due 

tice ; therefore continue to address to Pisa. 

" My agents and trustees have written to me to 

sire that I would take the name directly, so that 

X am yours very truly and aSectionately, 

" Noel Byron. 
' " P. S. I have had no news from England, except 
business ; and merely know, from some abuse in 
tt faithful ex and de-tractor Galignani, that the 
■flei^y are up agabst ' Cain.' Tliere is (if I am 
It mistaken) some good church preferment on the 
"Wentworth estates ; and I will show them what a 
Ipiod Christian I am, by patronising and preferring 
he most pious of their order, should opportunity 
ccur. 

" M. and I are but little in correspondence, and I 
DOW nothing of literary matters at present. I have 
en writing on business only lately. What are yoK 



about? Be atsured that there is i 
at you apprehend." 




Lm«479. TO ME. MOORE. 

" P[sa, Fdiruary Sft IBS!* 

" Your letter arrived since I wrote the enclosei 
It is not likely, as 1 have appointed agents and ubi- 
tratoTB for the Noel estates, that I should proceed 
to England on that account, — though I may upon 
another, within stated. At any rate, continvt yw 
to address here till you hear further from me. I 
could wish you still to arrange for me, either with I 
London or Paris publisher, for the things, 4c. ! 
shall not quarrel with any arrangement you laj 
please to make. 

" I have appointed Sir Franeis Burdetl my aiW" 
trator to decide on Lady Byron's allowance out of 
the Noel estates, which are estimated at seven thou- ^ 
sand a year, and rents very well paid, — a rare thing 
at this time. It is, however, owing to their €0»n^*9 
chiefly in pasture lande, and therefore less affected 
by corn bills, &c, llian properties in tillage. 
" Believe me yours ever most affectionately, 
" Noel Btros. 

" Between my own property in the funds, Mill 
my wife's in land, I do not Itnow which side to crj 
out on in politics. 

.i."'^f'^^ '8 nothing against the immortality o' 
in t Cain ' that I recollect. I hold no swA 
; but, in a drama, the first rebel and (he 

Tlw preceding letter i 



first murderer must be rasde to talk according 
%) their characters. However, the parEons are all 
I)reachiDg at it, from Kcndsh Town and Oxford to 
S'iga ; — the scoundrelsof priests, who do more harm 
'to religion than all the iniidele that ever forgot tlieir 
catechisms ! 

" I have not seen Lady Noel's death announced 
jn Galignaai. — How is that ? " 

Litter 480. TO MR, MOORE. 

" Pisa, February 28. 1B32. 

" I begin to think that the packet (a heavy one) 
of five acts of ' Werner,' &c. can hardly have reached 
you, for your letter of last week (which I answered) 
did not allude to it, and yet I insured it at the 
post-office here. 

" I have no direct news from England, except on 
the Noel business, which is proceeding quietly, as I 
have appointed a gentleman (Sir F. Burdett) for my 
arbitrator. They, too, have said that they will recall 
the lawyer whom tk^ had chosen, and will name a 
gentleman too. This is better, as the arrangement 
of the estates and of Lady B.'s allowance will thus 
I be settled without quibbling. Mj lawyers are taking 
out a licence for the name and arms, which it seems 

■ I am to endue. 

J " By another, and indirect, quarter, I hear that 
1 ' Cain ' has been pirated, and that the Chancellor 
. Jtas refused to give .Murray any redress. Also, that 

■ G. R. {your friend 'Ben') has expressed great 
jursonal indignation at the said poem. All this it 



SlO NOTICES OF THE lar' 

curious enough, I tli'mk, — afler allowing IVIeelle;, 
Hume, and Gibbon, and Golingbroke, and Valuiir 
to be published, without depriving the booiuellcn 
of their rights. I heard irom Rome a day or trn 
ago, and, with what truth I know not, that * ■ *. 
" Yours," 4c. 



LiTTH 481. TO MB. MOORE. 

■< Pisa, Marrh I. IBS 

" As I Btill have no news of my ' Werner,' tc 
packet, sent to you on the 29th of January. I roB- 
tinue to bore you (for the fifth time, I believe) » 
know whether it haa not miscarried. As it wat birij 
copied out, it will be vexatious if it be lost. Indeed, 
I insured it at the post-office to make them Hb 
more care, and directed it regularly to you at PaA- 

" Id the impertial Galignani I perceive an emct 
from Blackwood's Magazine, in whidi it is said AM 
there are people who have discovered that yoaoA 
I are no poets. With regard to one of us, I knw 
that this north-west passage to my magnetic jicle 
had been long discovered by some sages, and I leon 
them the full benefit of their penetration. I [hiik, 
as Gibbon says of his History, < that, perhaps, a hun- 
dred years hence it may still continue to be abusei' 
However, I am far irom pretending to compete V 
compare with that illustrious literary character. 

" But, with regard to j/ov, I thought that ]«Ki 
had always been allowed to be a poet, even by tie 
stupid as well as the envious — a bad one, to be sum 
— immoral, florid, Asiatic, and diabolically popuUr, 
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— but still always a poet, nem. con. This diBcovery 
therefore, has to me all the grace of novelty, as well 
as of coDBolation (according to Rochefoucault), to 
find myself no-poetised in such good company. I 
am content to ' err with Plato ;' and can assure you 
very sincerely, that I would rather be received a 
Hon-poet with you, than be crowned with all the 
bays of (the ye(-uncrowned) Lakers b their society. 
I believe you think better of those worthies than I 
io, I know them •••••••. 

" As for Southey, the answer to my proposition of 
A meeting is not yet come. I sent the message, with 
Aabort note, to him through Douglas Kinnaird, and 
Douglas's response is not arrived. If he accepts, 
I shall have to go to England ; but if not, I do not 
tfain)c the Noel affairs will take me there, as tlie 
arbitrators cao settle them without my presence, 
and there do not seem to be any difficulties. The 
Ucence for the new name and armorial bearings will 
ibe taken out by the regular application, in such cases, 
lO'tbe Crown, and sent to me. 

" la there a hope of seeing you in Italy agaia 
e»er ? What are you doing ? — bored by me, I 
know ; but I have explained why before. I have no 
correspondence now witli London, except through 
relations and lawyers and one or two friends. My 
greatest friend, Lord Clare, is at Rome : we met on 
the road, and our meeting was quite sentimental — 
reaUt/ pathetic on both sides. I have always loved 
faim better tlian any tnale thing in the world." 

The preceding was enclosed in that which follows 
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L«nn its. TO MR. MOORE. 

" Fat, UbccIi4. im. 

" S*ce I wrote die cndoaed, I have waited 
HwtlKr pott, and now have your answer acknot- 
ledging the anrTal of tbe packet — a trouUetone 
one, I lear, lo yva in more trays than one. both fna 
weight external and inlema!. 

" The Qcpublished things ui your hands, in Doi^ 
K.'g, aad Mr. John Murray's, are, ' Heaven ml 
Earth, a lyrical kind of Drama upon the Delugft 
Ice: — ' Werner,' tunc icitk you ; — a translalion rf 
the First Canto of the Morgante Maggiore; — Sit) 
of an Episode in Dante : — aome stanzas to tbe Pa. 
June 1st, 1819: — Hints from Horace, writloi ia 
1811, butagoodileal,«iRcc, to be omitted; — te^eil 
prtwe things, which may, perhaps, as well remus 
unpublished ; — ■ The Vision, &C. of Quevedo fieiii- 

" Here you see is ' more matter for a May mmi- 
iug ; but how much of this can be publiabed ii !* 
consideration. The Quevedo (one ofmy best in llul 
line) has appalled the Row already, and must take 
itschanceatParis, ifat all. The new Mystery itlM 
speculative than ■ Cain,' and very pious ; besides, it 
b chiefly lyrical. The Morgante is the 6«( nran*- 
lation that ever was or will be made ; and the red 
are — whatever you please to think them. 

" I am sorry you think Werner even < 
to any fitness for the stage, which, with 
upon it, IB very far from my present object. With 
regard to the publication, I have already explaiaed 
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^Hk- 1 have no exorbitant expectations of either 
^^■tt or profit in the present instances ; but wish 
VSm published because they are written, which is 
tiie common feeling of all scribblers. 

" With respect to ' Religion,' can I never convince 
jou that / have no such opinions aa tlie characters 
in that drama, which seems to have frightened every 
body? Yet they are nothing to the expressions in 
Goethe's Faust (which are ten times hardier), and 
not a whit more bold than those of Milton's Satan. 
My ideas of a character may run away with me : like 
ill imaginative men, 1, of course, embody myself 
with the character while I draw it, but not a moment 
ifter the pen is from off the paper. 

" I am no enemy to religion, but the contrary. 
As a proof, I am educating my natural daughter a 
ttrict Catholic in a convent of Romagna; for I think 
people can never have enough of religion, if they are 
to have any. I incline, myself, very much to the 
Catholic doctrines ; but if I am to write a drama, I 
must make my characters speak as I conceive them 
likely to argue. 

" As to poor Shelley, who is another bugbear to 
you and the world, he is, to my knowledge, the least 
selfish and the mildest of men — a man who has made 
more sacrifices of his fortune and feelings for others 
flian any I ever heard of. With his speculative 
opinions I have nothing in common, nor desire to 
have. 

" The truth is, my dear Moore, you live near the 
Uotte of society, where you are unavoidably influ- 
enced by its heat and its vapours. I did so once — 



I 



«♦ HOTICBS OF THE IM. 

and too much — and enough to give a colour to mj' 
whole future existence. As m^ success in societ^wu 
wot inconsiderable, 1 am surely Dot a prejudiced 
udge upon the subject, unless in its favour ; but I 
think it, as now constituted, _/a/a/ to all great original 
Dndertokings of every kind, 1 never courted it thai, 
when I was young and high in blood, and one of Ju 
curled darlings;' and do you think I would do so 
noui, when 1 am living in a clearer atmosphere ? Ou 
thing onli/ might lead me back to it, and that a, to 
try once more if I could do any good in poUtiotf but 
TUii in the petty politics I see now preying upon our 
miserable country. 

" Do not let me be misunderstood, however. K 
you speak your owa opinions, they ever had, and will 
have, the greatest weight with me. But if you mer^y 
echo the ■ monde,' (and it is difficult not to do M 
being in its favour and its ferment,) I can mlr 
regret that you should ever repeat any thing tt 
which I cannot pay atteution. 

" But I am prosing. The gods go with youili^ 
as much immortality of all kinds as may suit four 
present and all other existence. 

" Yours," &C 



LnTEit4S3. TO MR. MOORE. 

•• PisB, Much 6. tiO. 

" The enclosed letter from Murray hath melted 
sie ; though I think it is against his own interest to 
wish that I should continue his connection. You 
mayi therefore, send him the packet of ' Weroer,' 



which will save you all further trouble. An 1 pray, 
atn i/ou forgive me for the bore and expense 1 have 
already put upon you? At least, sai/ so— far I feel 
uhomed of having given you ho much fur 8uch 



" The fact is, I cannot Aetp my resentments, Chough 
nolent enough in their onset. Besides, now that all 
[be world are at Murray on ray account, I neither 
can nor ought to leave him ; unless, as I re^ly 
thought, it were better for kim that I should. 

" 1 have had no other news from England, except 
a letter irom Barry Cornwall, the bard, and my old 
achool-fellow. Though I have sickened you with 
letters lately, believe me 

" Yours, &c. 
" P. S. In your last letter you say, speaking of 
Shelley, that you would almost prefer the ' damning 
b^ot' to the 'annihilating infidel.'" Shelley be- 
lieves in immortality, however — but this by the 
way. Do you remember Frederick the Great's 
answer to the remonstrance of the villagers whose 
curate preached against the eternity of hell's tor- 
ments? It was thus: — ' If my faithful subjects of 
Schrausenhaussen prefer being eternally damned, let 
them.' 

" Of the two, I should think the long sleep better 
than the agonised vigil. But men, miserable as, 
they are, cling so to any thing liAe life, that they 
probably would prefer damnation to quiet. Besides, 
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they think themselves so important in the creatioOi 
tliat nothing lees can satisfy their pride — the ia- 



It is Dr. CUrke, I think, who gives, in his Tmeli, 
rather a striking account of a Tartar whom he odm 
saw exercising a young, fiery horse, upon a apol of 
ground almost surrounded by a steep precipice, ud 
describes tlie wantonness of courage with whidi ibt 
rider, as if delighting in his own peril, would, U 
times, dash, with loose rein, towards the g'iddy ve^ 
Somettiing of the same breatliless apprehension with 
which the traveller viewed that scene, did the un- 
checked daring of Byron's genius inspire in all iriKi 
watched its course, — causing them, at the &ame mo- 
ment, to admire and tremble, and, in those more es- 
pecially who loved him, awakening a sort of instmctin 
impulse to rush forward and save him from his own 
headlong strength. But, however natural it wai b 
friends to give way to this feeling, a little reQeciMO 
upon his nowalleredcharacter might have torewame' 
them that such interference would prove as little use- 
fid to him as safe for themselves; and it is Dot wilhool 
some surprise I look back upon my own temerity and 
presumption in supposing that, let loose as he <nt 
now, in the full pride and consciousness of gtrengthi 
with the wide regions of thought outstretching before 
him, any representations that even friendship could 
make would have the power — or ouffht to have— ot 
checKing him. As the motives, however, by whicb I 
was actuated in my remonstrances to him may be ItA 
to speak for themselves, I shall, without dwelling anf 
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further upon the subject, content myself with laying 
before the reader a few such extracts from my own 
letters at this period * as may serve to explain some 
alluBions in those just given. 

In writing to me under the date January 24'th, il 
will be recollected that he says — " he assured that 
dieie is no such coalition as you apprehend." The 
fcdlowing extracts from my previous communication 
tohimwilleicplain what this means; — " 1 heard some 
days ago that Leigh Hunt was on his way to you 
with all his family ; and the idea seems to be, that 
you and Shelley and he are to conspire together in 
the Examiner. I cannot believe this, — and depre- 
cate such a plan with all my might. Aloiie you may 
do any thing ; but partnerships in fame, like those 
in trade, make the strongest party answerable for the 
deficiencies or delinquencies of the rest, and I 
tremble even for gou with such a bankrupt Co. — 

• • * •• Tliey are both clever fellows, and Sheltey 
I look upon as a man of real genius ; but I must again 
gay, that you could not give your enemies (the 

• • "'s, ' et hoc genus onine') a greater triumph 
than by forming such an unequal and unholy alliance. 
You are, single-handed, a match for the world, — 
which is saying a good deal, the world being, like 
Briareus, a very many-handed gentleman, — but, to 
be so, t/ou must stand alotte. Recollect that the 



* It should hsTe been mentioiKHl btlbrc^, Ihst to the cour- 
ttsj of Lord Byron's eiecutor, Mr. Hobhouse, who had Ihc 
kiodnera to restore Co me such letter? of mine a 
buidfl, I pjn indebted for the power of producing tl 
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scurv}' buildingi about St. Peter's almost seem tt 
overtop itself." 

The notices of Cain, in mj letters to him, wen, 
according to their respective dates, as follow: — 

" September 30. 1811. 

" Since writing the above, I have read Foscui 
and Cain. The former does not please me so highly 
as Sardanapalus. It has the lault of all those rioleni 
Venetian Glories, being unnatural and improbshl^ 
and therefore, in spite of all your fine managemeDt 
of them, appealing but remotely to one's sympstMn. 
But Cain is wonderful — terrible — never to be for- 
gotten. If I am not mistaken, it will sink deep inta 
the world's heart ; and while many will shudder 
at its blasphemy, all must fall prostrate before in 
grandeur. Talk of ^schyius and his Prometheiol 
— here is the true spirit both of the Poet — and the 
Devil." 

" Ft-brunry 9. 18M 

" Do Jtot take it into your head, my dear B. 
that the tide is at all turning against you in EnglaaiL 
Till I see some symptoms of people firffeOing you 
a littie, I will not believe that you lose grouaiL 
As it is, ' te veniente die, te, decedente,' — nothii^ 
is hardly talked of but you ; and though good paf^e 
sometimes bless themselves when they mention youi 
it is plain that even thet/ think much more about joa 
than, for the good of their souls, they ought. Caio. 
to be sure, has made a sensation ; and, grand as it iii 
I regret, for many reasons, you ever wrote it • ' 
For myself, I would not give up tlie poetry of rtli- 
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gion for all t!ie wisest reBults that pfiilosophy will 
ever arrive at. Farticulsr sects and creeds are fair 
game enough for those who are anxious enough 
about their neighbours to meddle with them; but 
onr faith in the Future la a treasure not so lightly to 
be parted with ; and the dream of immortality (if 
philosophers will have it a dream) is one tliat, let 
>us hope, we shall carry into our last sleep with us."* 

" February 19. 1BS3. 

" I have written to the Longmans to try the ground, 
for I do not think Galignani the man for you. Hie 
only thing he can do is what we can do, oureelves, 
without him, — and that is, employ an English bot^- 
seller. Paris, indeed, might be convenient for such 
refugee works as are set down in the Iridex Erpur- 
gatoriui of London.; and if you have any political 
catamarans to explode, this is your place. But, 
pray, let them be only political ones. Boldness, and 
even licence, in politics, does good, — actual, present 
good; but, in religion, it profits neither here nor 
hereafter; and, for myself, such a horror have I of 
both extremes on this subject, that I know not uihieh 
I hate most, the bold, damning bigot, or the bold, 
annihilating infidel. ' Furiosa res eat in tenebris 
impetus;' — and much as we are in the dark, even 
the wisest of us, upon these matters, a little modesty, 
in unbelief as well as belief, best becomes us. You 
will easily guess that, in all this, 1 am thinking not 
so much of you, as of a friend and, at present, com- 
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panion of yours, wliose influence over your mind 
(knowing you as I do, and knowing what Lady B 
oug/it to liave found out, that you are a perwa 
the most tractable to those who live with you that, 
perhaps, ever existed) I own I dread and deprecate 
most earnestly."* 

• This passage having been sliown by Lord Bjron » 
Mr. Sbeltey, the tatter mote, in consequence, a Utler u* 
gentkinan witb wbom I was Iben in habits of inlimacjr, d 
which the following U an eitrscL The leal and openntn 
with wbich Shelley always proressed bis uattelief render u} 
scruple thai rajglit otherwise be felt in giTing publicity to Midi 
avowals unnecessary ; bewdes which, the testimony of so nEir 
and clear an observer to the stale of Lord Byron's mind upm 
religious subjects is of far too much importance to my object 
to be, from any over.fasiidiousness, suppressed. We biw 
here, too strikingly exempUlied, — and in strong coolnil, 1 
must eay, to the line taken by Mr. Hunt in similar circum- 
stances, — the good breeding, gentle temper, and modesty for 
which Shelley wss so remarkable, and of the latter of whiA 
qualities- in particular the undeserved compliment u mfKlF 

poet had yet learned to know bij own place. 

" Lord Byron has read me one or two letters of Moon 
to him, in which Moore speaks with great kindness of me; 
and of course I cannot but feel flattered by the approbation of 
a man, my inTeriority to whom I am proud to acknowledge. 
Amongst other things, however, Moore, after giving Lord B 
much good advice about public opinion, &c. seems to depn- 
cate my influence on his mind on Ihe subject of religion, ml 
to attribute the tone assumed in Cain to my suggcsliooL 
Moore cautions him against any influence on this partjculir 
with the most friendly zeal, and it is plain that his motive 
springs from a deure of beneficing Lord B. without degrading 
me. I think you know Moore. Fray assure him that I hai« 
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" March 16. 1822. 

« With respect to our Religious Polemics, I mual 
kry to Bet you right upon one or two points. In the 
Bnt place, I do not identity you willi the blasphe- 
Diies of Cain no more than I do myself wiih the 
Impieties of my Mokanna,-— all I wish and implore 
ta that you, who are such a powerful manufacturer 
bf these thunderbolts, vvould not choose subjects that 
■nake it necessary to launch them. In the next 
pace, were you even a decided atheist, 1 could not 
|(except, perhaps, for the decision which is always 
Mmwise) blame you. I could only pity, — knowing 
ftom experience how dreary are the doubts with 
■which even the bright, poetic view I am myself 
Snclined to take of mankind and their destiny is now 
and then clouded. I look upon Cuvier's book to be 
IS most desolating one in the conclusions to which it 
^may lead some minds. But the young, the simple, — 
•n those whose hearts one would like to keep unwi- 
thered, trouble their heads but little about Cuvier- 
You, however, have embodied him in poetry which 
ewery one reads ; and, like the wind, blowing ' where 
you list,' carry this deadly chill, mixed up with your 



aot the Hndleit influence over Lord Byron in this particular ; 

had, I certainly should employ it to eradicate from hit 

I mind the deluBions of Christianity, whith, in spite of hi) 

m, aeem perpetually to recur, and to lay in aiabuiih for 

ttw hcniri at sickness and distress. Coin was concdvtd many 

Jtais ago, and begun berore I «» him last year at Ravenna. 

How b^py shouU I not Ite to aiirihuie to myself, however 

indirectly, any participation in that immortal work ! " 

vol.. V. Y 
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IS taken both, and I think it will be allowed 
srs is bcButiiul. 1 shall make you a present of 
>oth, to show that I don't bear malice, and as 
peneation for the trouble and squabble you 
lOut ThonraldsenB. Of my own I can hardly 
except that it is thought very like what I now 
liich is different from what I was, of course, 
^ou saw me. The sculptor is a famous one ; 
I it was done by his own particular request, 
! done well, probably. 

"haX is to be done about • ■ and his Commen- 
He will die if he is not published; lie wi]l be 
d, if he is; but that Ae don't mind. We must 

Ithcrmoabout me has no otherwise affected me 
y the attack upon yourself, which is ungene- 
i Church and State : but as ail violence must 
B have its proportionate re-action, you will do 
by and by. Yours very truly, 



«b48S. to MK. MOORE. 

" Pisa, March B, IBSK. 

ou will have had enough of my letters by this 
-yet one word in answer to your present mis- 
Vou are quite wrong in thinking that youi 
K ' had offended me ; but I have already 
i (if not answered) on that point. 
Hth regard to Murray, as I really am the 
ist and mildest of men since Moses (though 
iblic and mine ' excellent wife' cannot find it 
Y 2 
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D it to be Eo ; only my turn of mind is so given 
itO taking things in the absurd point of Tiew, that 
[jt breaks out in spite of mc every nov and then. 
iStill, I do assure you that I am a very good Christian. 
'Whether you will believe me in this, I do not knoir ; 
I trust you will take my word for being 

" Very truly and affectionately yours, Ac 
P. S. Do tell Murray that one of the conditions 
pf peace is, that he publishcth (or obtatneth a puh- 
Itdier for} ■ • ''s Commentary on Dante, against 
iwiiich there appears in the trade an unaccountable 
repugnance. It will make the man so exuberantly 
ftappy. He dines with me and half-a-doiten English 
ta-Jay; and I have not the heart to tell him how 
Ae bibliopolar world shrink from his Commentary; 
and yet it is full of the mast orthodox religion 
tmd morality. In short, I make it a point that he 
1 be in print He is such a good-natured, heavy- 
Christian, that we must givehim a shove through 
the press. He naturally thirsts to be an author, and 
been the happiest of men for tliese two months, 
printing, correcting, collating, dating, anticipating, 
asd adding to his treasures of leamiug. Besides, 
be has had another fall from his horse into a ditch 
the other day, while riding out with me into the 
country." 



Lrrm 486. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Kss, March 15. 1822. 

" I am glad that you and your friends approve of 
my letter of the 8th ultimo. You may give it what 
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publicity you think proper in the circumstanceB. 1 
have since written to you twice or thrice. 

" As to ' a Poem in the old way,' I shall attempl 
of that kind nothing further. I follow the bias of 
my own mind, without considering whether womfa 
or men are or are not to be pleased ; but this is 
nothing to my publisher, who must judge and act 
according to popularity. 

" Therefore let the things take their chance; i 
^a/pay,yo\i will pay me in proportion ; and if tbey 
don't, I must. 

" The Noel affairs, I hope, will not tale me to Eng- 
land. I have no desire to revisit that country, 
unless it be to keep you out of a prison (if this an 
be effected by my taking your place), or perhaps ta 
get myself into one, by exacting; satis&ction kam ; 
one or two persons who take advantage of my 
absence to abuse me. Further than this, I have no 
business nor connection with England, nor desire to 
have, oat of my own family and friends, to whom I 
wish all prosperity. Indeed, I have lived upon tlie 
whole so little in England (about five years since I 
was one-and-twenCy), that my habits are too 
uental, and your climate would please me as 
as the society. 

" I saw the Chancellor's Report in a French papo- 
Pray, why don't they prosecute the translation of 
lAicretius f or the original with its 
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a Religio potuit Euadcre mslon 



u must really gel sometliing done for Mr. 
lommentory : what can 1 eay to him ? 

" YourB," &C. 



.«7. 



TO MR. MURltAY. 



"Pisa, April IS. 1832. 

, Kinnaird writes that there has been an ' ex- 
Defence' of ' Cain,' against 'Oxoniensia ;' 

e sent nie nothing but a not very excellent 
e of the same poem. If there be such a 
ider of the Faith,' you may send me his 
line articles, as a counterbalance to some of 
te communications. 

u to publish, or not, what Moore and i\Ir, 
rd have in hand, and tlie ' Vision of Judg- 
' If you publish the latter in a very cheap 
, so as to baffle the pirates by a low price, you 
id that it will do. The ' Mystery' I look 
s good, and ' Werner' too, and I expect that 
[I publish them speedily. You need not put 
ime to Quevedo, but publish it as a foreign 
, and let it make its way. Douglas Kinnaird 
itill, with the preface, I believe. 
efer you to him for documents on the late 
re. I sent them a week ago. 

" Yours," &c. 



TO MR. MURR.W. 



lave received the Defence of ' Cain.' Who 
A^srburtoD 7 — for he has done for me what 
1 4 
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the bishop did for the poet against Cronaaz. BJi. 
reply seeiDB to me conclusive ; and if you undentMJ 
your own interest, you would print it leather with 
the poem. 

*' It is very odd that I do not bear from you. I 
have forwarded to Mr. Douglas Kinnaird the doni' 
meniB on a squabble here, which occurred about a 
month ago. The affair is still going on ; but tbsj 
make nothing of it hitherto. I think, what with 
home and abroad, there has been hot water enough 
for one while. Mr. Dawkins, the English minisier, 
has behaved in the handsomest and most gentleman)]' 
manner throughout the whole business. 

" Yours ever, Stc 

" P. S. I have got Lord Glenbervie's book, whidi 
is very amusing and able upon ihe topics whicb he 
touches upon, and part of the preface pathetic. 
Write soon." 



Leitiii489. to MR. MURRAY. 

" Pisa, April sa, ia» 

" You will regret to hear that I have receired 
intelligence of the death of my daughter Allcgra of 
a fever in the convent of Bagna Cavallo, where she 
was placed for the last year, to commence her educa- 
tion. It is a heavy blow for many reasons, but Uiiat 
be borne, with time. 

" It is my present intention to send her reinainl 
to England fur sepulture in Harrow church (where 
I once hoped to have laid my own), and thia is nj 
3 for troubUng you with thU notice. 1 



the funeral to be very private. The body is em- 
balmed, and in lead. It will be embarked from 
I«ghora. Would you have any objection to give 
the proper directions on its arrival ? 

" I am youra, &c. N. B. 

" P. S. You are aware that Protestants are not 
allowed holy ground in Catholic 



L«ttm490, to MR. SHELLEY. 

"April 23. IBSS. 

" The blow was stunning and unexpected ; for I 
thought the danger over, by the long interval be- 
tween her stated amelioration and the arrival of the 
express. But I have borne up against it as I best 
can, and so far successfully, that I can go about the 
usual business of life with the same appearance of 
composure, and even greater. There ifi nothing to 
prevent your coming to-morrow ; but, perhaps, to- 
day, and yester-evening, it was better not to have 
met. I do not know that I have any thing to re- 
proach in my conduct, and certainly nothing in my 
feelings and intentions towards the dead. But it is 
a moment when we are apt to think that, if this or 
that had been done, such event might have been 
prevented, — though every day and hour shows us 
that they are the most natural and inevitable. I 
suppose that Time will do his usual work — Death 
ha.1 done his. 

" Yours ever, N. B." 
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LnniKlSl. TO SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

" Pisa, May 4. 1S2!. 

" My dear Sir Walrer, 

" Your account of your family is very pleasing; 
would that I ■ could answer this comfort with the 
like!' but t have just tost my natural daughter, 
Allegra, by a fever. The only consolation, save time, 
is the reflection, that she is either at rest or happy; 
for her few years (only five) prevented her fnMB 
having incurred any sin, except what we inherit 
from Adam. 

" ' Whom the gods lo»e, die young." 

" I need not say that your letters are particularly 
welcome, when they do not tax your time and pa- 
tience ; and now that our correspondence is reeunud, 
1 trust it will continue. 

" I have lately had some anxiety, rather thM 
trouble, about an awkward affair here, which you m^ 
perhaps have heard of; but our mmister has behaved 
very handsomely, and the Tuscan Govenunent Bi 
well as it is possible for such a government to be- 
have, which is not saying much for the latter. Some 
other English, and Scots, and myself, had a bn«4 
with a dragoon, who insulted one of the party, and 
whom we mistook for an officer, as he was medalled 
and well mounted, &c. but he turned out to be a 
sergeant-major. He called out the guard at the 
gates to arrest us {we being uniirmed) ; upon whkA 
T and another (an Italian) rode through the 
guard; but they succeeded in detaining 
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the party. I rode to my house and sent my secretary 
to give an account of the attempted and illegal arrest 
to the authorities, and then, without dismounting, 
rode back towards the gates, which are near my pre- 
sent mansion. Half-way I met my man vapouring 
away and threatening to draw upon me (who had a 
cane in my hand, and no other arms). I, still believing 
him an officer, demanded his name and address, and 
gave him my hand and glove thereupon. A servant 
of mine thrust in between us (totally without orders)t 
but let him go on my command. He then rode off 
at fiiU speed; but about forty paces further was 
Blabbed, and very dangerously (so as to be in peril), 
by some CaUura Beg or other of my people (for I 
have some rough-handed folks about me), I need 
hardly say without my direction or approval. The 
■aid dragoon had been sabring our unarmed country- 
men, however, at the gate, after they mere in arreit, 
and held by the guards, and wounded one, Captain 
Hay, very severely. However, he got his paiks — 
having acted like an assassin, and being treated like 
one. Wlio wounded him, though, it was done before 
thousands of people, they have never been able to 
ascertain, or prove, nor even the weapon ,- some said 
a pistol, an air-gun, a stiletto, a sword, a lance, a 
pitchfork, and what not. They liave arrested and 
examined servants and people of all descriptions, 
but can make out nothing. Mr. Dawltins, our 
minister, assures me, that no suspicion is entertained 
of the man who wounded him having been instigated 
by me, or any of the party. I enclose you copies of 
the depositions of those witli us, and Dr. Craulurd, 



a CBimy Scot (not an acquaintance), who saw the 
latter part of tlie affair. They are in ItaLian. 

" These are the only literary matters in whicli 1 
have been engaged since the pubhcation and row 
about ' Cain ;' — but Mr. Murray has several thing* 
of mine in hiB obstetrical liands. Another MysUij 
— a Vision — a Drama — and the like. Butyoumm'l 
tell me what you are doing — however, I shall find 
you out, write what you will. You say that I should 
like your son-in-law — it would be very difficult fa 
me to dislike any one connected with you ; but I 
have no doubt that his own qualities are all that jou 
describe. 

" I am sorry you don't like Lord Orford's new 
work. My arislocracy, which is very fierce, makes 
him a favourite of mine. Recollect that thoK 
' little factions' comprised Lord Chatham and Foi, 
the father, and that ice live in gigantic and exag- 
gerated times, which make all under Gog and Magog 
appear pigmcan. Aftier having seen Napoleon begin 
like Tamerlane and end like Bajazel in our own 
time, we have not the same interest in what would 
otherwise have appeared important history. Bui 1 
must conclude. 

" Believe me ever and most truly yours, 

" Noel Bthov." 



TO MB. MURRAY. 



" Pisa, May IT. iBl 

" I hear that the Edinburgh has attacked the three 
dramas, which is a bad business for ^ou; andldoa'I 
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wonder that it discourages you. However, 
volume may be trusted to lime, — depend upon it. I 
read it over with some attention since it waa pub- 
lished, and I think the time will come when it will 
be preferred U) my other writings, though not imme- 
diately. 1 say thie without irritation against the 
critics or criticism, whatever they may be (for 1 have 
not seen them) ; and nothing that has or may appear 
in Jeffrey's Review can make me forget that he stood 
by me for ten good years without any motive to do 
so but his own good-will. 

" I hear Moore is in town ; remember me to him, 
and believe me 

'< Yours truly, N. B. 

" P. S. If you think it necessary, you may send me 
the Edinburgh. Should there be any thing that 
requires an answer, I will reply, but feniperalely and 
tec&aicallff ; that is to say, merely with respect to the 
principles of the criticism, and not personally or 
offensively as to its literary merits." 



LirrM493. TO MR. MOORE. 

" Pisa, May 17, 1822. ' 

" I hear you are in London. You will have heard 
from Douglas Kinnaird (who tells me you have dined 
with him) as much as you desire to know of my affairs 
at home and abroad. I have lately lost my little ' 
girl Allegra by a fever, which has been a serious 
blow to me. 

" I did not write to you lately (except one letter 
to Murray's), not knowing exactly your ' where- 
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aboou.' Douglas K. refueed to forward my message 
to Mr. Southey — icAy, he himself can explain. 

" You will have seen the sta.temenf of a squabble, 
ftc&c* What are you about? Let me hear trODi 
you at your leisure, and believe me ever yours, 



^'N. 



LnnitM. TO MR. ML'RR.W. 



i 

imrn 



"Monlenerot, MajSG, 
" Near Legbom. 

" The body is embarked, in what sliip I know dMi 
neither could I enter into the details; but the Coun- 
tess G. G. lias had the goodness to give the necea- 
sary orders to Mr. Dunn, who superintends the em- 
barkation, and will write to you. I wish it to be 

ied in Harrow church. 

' Tliere is a spot in the churchyartf, near the £xit 
path, on the brow of the hill looking towards Wind- 

and a tomb under a large tree, (bearing the aasK 
of Peachie, or Peachey,) where I used to sit for 
hours'and hours when a boy. This was my &v(ra^ 
ite spot ; but, as I vehh to erect a tablet to her me- 

J, the body had better be deposited in the 
church. Near the door, od the lell hand as yon 
enter, tliere is a monument with a tablet coutainii:^ 
these words : — 

* Here follows a repetition of the details given on Itu 
■ubject lo Sir Walter Scolt and othem. 

1" A hill, three or four thiIk from Leghorn, much leuriei 
to, u B place of residence during tbc summer months. 
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Styrrav weeps o'ew Virtue^H BOfred duB^ 

Such were Che tears she shed, who giatefuL payi 
This last md tribute of lier love and praise.' 

collect them (after seventeen years), not from 
If thing remarkable in them, but because froni my 
1 the gallery I had generally my eyea turned 
I loffards that monument. As near it as convenient 

tvish AUegra to be buried, and on the wall a 
ablet placed, with these words : — 
.' 
■II 



1 



" In Memory of 

AUegrn, 

Daughter of G. G. Lord Byron, 

who died at Bagna Cavnllo, 

in Italy, April SOth, 1823, 

aged fiye years ond three months. 



e funeral I wish to be as private as is con- 
!nt with decency ; and I could hope that Henry 
Drury will, perhaps, read the service over her. If 
he should decline it, it can be done by the usual 
tiinister for the time being. I do not know that I 
deed add more just now. 

" Since I came here, I have been invited by the 
Americans on board their squadron, where I was 
deceived with all the kindness which I could wish, 
and with more ceremony than I am fond of. I found 
thein finer ships than your own of the same class, 
veil manned and officered. A number of Ameri- 
can gentlemen also were on board at the time, and 
some ladies. As 1 was taking leave, an American 
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]aAf asked me for a rote which I wore, for the put- 
pose, she said, of sending to America sometbiag 
whidi I had about me, a% a memorial. I need not 
add that I felt the cooiplinient properly. Captain 
Chauncey showed me an American and very pretty 
eilition of my poemsf aod offered me a passage U 
the United States, if I would go tliere. Commo- 
dore Jones was also not less kind and attentive. I 
have since received the enclosed letter, desiring 
me to sit for my picture for some Americans. It 
is singular that, in the same year that Lady Nod 
leaves by will an interdiction for my daughter to 
see her father's portrait for many years, the indi- 
viduals of a nation, not remarkable for their lilang to 
the English in particular, nor for flattering men in 
general, request me to sit for my' pourtraicture,' u 
Baron Bradwardine calls it. 1 am also told of con- 
siderable literary honours in Germany. Goethe, I 
am told, is my professed patron and protector. At 
Leipsic, this year, the highest prize was proposed 
for a translation of two cantos of Childe Harold. I 
am not sure that this was at Leipsic, but Mr. Rov- 
croft was my authority— a good German scholar 
(a young American), and an acquaintance of 
Goethe's. 

" Goethe and the Germans are particularly fond 
of Don Juan, which they judge of as a work of art 
I had heard something of this before through Bamn 
Lutzerode. The translations have been very fre- 
quent of several of the works, and Goethe made B 
comparison between Faust and Manfred. 

" All this is some compensation for your Englisb 



Q fully displayed this year to its 



5 brutality, 
highest extent. 

" I forgot to mention a little anecdote of a different 
kind. I went over tlie Constitution (the Commo- 
Aore's flag-ship), and saw, among other things wor- 
thy of remark, a little boy born on board of her by 
a sailor's wife. They had christened him ' Consti- 
tution Jones.' I, of course, approved the name; 
Mid the woman added, ' Ah, sir, if ho turns out but 
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TO MR. MURRAY. 



" Monienero, rear Leghorn, MayS9. 1B32. 
" I return you the proofs revised. Your printer 
bu made one odd mistake : — ' poor as a mouse,' 
instead of ' poor as a miser. ' The expression may 
leem strange, but it is only a translation of ' semper 
avarua eget,' You will add the Mystery, and pub- 
lish as soon as you can, I tare nothing for your 
' season,' nor the blwe approbations or disapproba- 
tions. All that is to be considered by you on the 
subject is as a matter of basinesg; and if I square 
that to your notions (even to the running the risk 
entirely myself), you may permit me to choose my 
own time and mode of publication. With regard to 
[he late volume, the present run against if or me may 
itnpede it for a time, but it has the vital principle of 
permanency within it, as you may perhaps one day 
discover. I uTote to you on another subject a few 
days ago. Yours, N. B. 
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" P. S. Please to send me tlie Dedication of 
Sardanapalus to Goethe. I shall prcRx it to Werner, 
unless you prefer my putting anotlier, stating that 
the former had been omitted by the publisher. 

" On the title-page of the present volume put> 
* Published for the Author by J. M." " 



LETTRR496. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Montenero, Leghom, June 6. 18B, 

" I return you the revise of Werner, and expect 
the rest. With regard to the Lines to the Po, 
perhaps you had betttir put them quietly m a 
second edition (if you reach one, that is to say) 
than in the first; becai an, though they have been 
reckoned fine, and I wi ih them to be preserved, I 
do pot wish them to atti tct iM»fEi)iATE observation, 
on account of the relati mship of the lady to whom 
they are addressed with 'he first familie 
and the Marches. 

" The defender of ' Uain ' may or may not be, as 
you terra him, 'a tyro in hterature:' however I 
think both you and I are under great obligation lo 
him. I have read the Edinburgh review in Ga%- 
nani's Magazine, and have not yet decided whether 
to answer them or not ; for, if I do, it will be diffi- 
cult for mo not ' to make sport for the Philistiuei' 
by pulling down a house or two ; since, when I once 
take pen in hand, I must say what comes uppermoiti 
or fling it away. I have not the hypocrisy to pre- 
tend impartiality, nor the temper (as it is called) to 
keep always from saying what may not be pleasiog 



or reader What do tliey mean by 
Why ym k w h hey were writ- 
ten as fast as I could p p p per, and printed 
the original MSS a d revised but in 
the proofs : look at h r/ tes d he MSS. them- 
Whatever f I th j 1 e must spring 
Irom carelessness, ad f 1 b ur. They said 
tiie same of ' Lara,' which I wrote while undressing 
after coming home from balls and masquerades, in 
year of revelry 1814. Yours. " 

" June 8. 1823. 

" You give me no explanation of your intention as 
lo the ' Vision of Quevedo Redivivus," one of my best 
tfainga: indeed, you are altogether so abstruse and 
Badecided lately, that I suppose you mean me to 
write ' John Murray, Esq., a Mystery,' — a compo- 
litiim which would not displease the clergy nor tiie 
trade. 1 by no means wish you to do what you don't 
but merely to Bay what you will do. The 
Tuion mutt be published by some one. As to 
clamours,' the die is cast : and ' come one, come 
S,' we will light it out — at least one of us." 
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TO MIL MOORE. 



" Montenero, Villa Dupoy, Dear Leghorn, June 8. 1S22. 

I have written to you twice through the medium 
tt Murray, and on one subject, trite enough, — the 
lois of poor little Allegra by a fever; on which 
topic I shall say no more — there is nothing but 
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" A few days ago. my earliest and dearest friBidr 
Lord Clare, came over from Geneva on purpose Vt> 
see me before he returned to Englaod. As I hsre] 
always loved bira (since I was thirteen, at Hamnri) 
belter than any (male) thing in the world, I nee(l| 
hardly say what a melancholy pleasure it was to tt»i 
him for a daff only ; for he was obliged to resume hi) 
journey immediately. • • • Do yoa 
recollect, in the year of revelry ISlt, the pleasantett 
parties and balls all over London P and not the lesit 
so at • *'s. Do you recollect your singing duett 
with Lady* •, and my flirtation with Lady ' *,aBA 
all the other fooleries of the time? while * ' wa 
sighing, and Lady " • ogling him with her desr 
hazel eyes. Sul eight years have passed, and, sinoe 

that time, • ' has ••••••; has nm 

away with •••••; and mysen (as my Nolling- 
hamshire friends call themselves) might as well hare 
thrown myself out of the window while you were 
singing, Bs intermarried where I did. You Bixl 
• • • • Jiave come off the best of ub. I speak 
merely of my marriage, and its consequences, dis- 
tresses, and calumnies; for I have been much more 
happy, on the whole, situx, than I ever could hire 
been with • ■. 

" I have read the recent article of Jefirey in t 
bithful transcription of the impartial GaligoanL I 
suppose the long and short of it is, that he wishes Ut 
provoke me to reply. But I won't, for I owe him t 
good turn still for his kindness by-gone. Indeed. I 
presume that the present opportunity of attackingM 
again was irresistible ; and 1 can't blame lata. 
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ing what human niLture is. I shall make but one 
remark: — what does he mean by elaborate? The 
whole volume was written with the greatest rapidity, 
in the midst of evolittlons, and revolutions, and per- 

- secutioDS, and proscriptions of all who interested me 
in Italy. They said the same of ' Lara,' which, pou 

, know, was written amidst balls and fooleries, and 
after coming home from masquerades and routs, in 
the summer of the sovereigns. Of all I have ever 

« irritten, they are perhaps the most carelessly com- 
{M3eed; and their faults, whatever they may be, are 
those of negligence, and not of labour. I do not 

_ think this a. merit, but it is a fact. 

" Yours ever and truly, N. 15. 

" P. S. You see the great advantage of my new 
jHgnature; — it may either stand for ' Nota Bene" or 
' Noel Byron,' and, as such, will save much repeti- 
lion, in writing cither books or letters. Since I 
came here, I have been invited on board of the 
American squadron, and treated with all possible 
honour and ceremony. Tliey have asked nie to 
■it for my picture ; and, as I was going away, an 
American lady took a rose from me (which had been 
given to me by a very pretty Italian lady that very 
morning), because, she said, ' She was determined 
end or take something which I had about me to 
America.' 77iere is a kind of Lalla Rookh incident 
for you I However, all these American honours 
arise, perhaps, not so much from their enthusiasm 
for my ' Poeshie,' as their belief in my dislike to the 
English, — in which I have the satisfaction to coin- 
^de with them. I would rather, however, have 



a nod from an American, tlian a snuff-box from la i 

Litter 49S. TO MR. ELLICE. 

" Monlenero, Legbom, June 12. liH. 

" My dear EUice, 

" It is a long time since I have written to yon, 
but I have not forgotten your kindness, and I m 
now going to tax it — I hope not too hi^ily — but 
don't be alarmed, it is not a loan, but infortnafym 
which I am about to solicit. By your extenBire 
connections, no one can have better opportunitiei 
of hearing the real state of .Sou^ America — Imean 
Bolivar's country. I have many years had transat- 
lantic projects of settlement, and what I could wub 
Irom you would be some information of the belt 
.0 pursue, and some letters of recommendation 

e I should sail for Angostura. I aro told that 
land is very cheap there ; but though I have no grett 
disposable funds to vest in such purchases, yet my 
', such as it is, would be sufficient in any 
country (except England) for all the comforts of 
life, and for most of its luxuries. The war there ii 
1 as I do not go there to speculate, bul 
to settle, without any views bul those of in dependence 
and the enjoyment of the common civil right«t I 
should presume such an arrival would not be unwel- 

" All I request of you is, not to t/iscourage DOT 
;e, but to give me such a statement as you 
think prudent and proper. I do not address laf 



Is upon this subject, who would only 
w obstacles in i»y way, and bore me to return to 
England ; which 1 never will do, unless compelled 
F by Bome insuperable cause. I have a quantity of 
r liiriiiture, books, &c. &c &c. which 1 could easily 
rih^ from Leghorn ; but I wish to ' look before I 
ie Atlantic. Is it true that for a few 
md dollars a lai^e tract of land may be ob- 
ined ? I speak of South America, recollect. I have 
1 some publications on the subject, but they 
tned violent and vulgar party productions. Please 
address your answer* tome at this place, and be- 
lieve me ever and truly yours," &c. 

About this time he sat for bis picture to Mr. West, 
an American artist, who has himself given, in one of 
our periodical publications, the following account of 
his noble sitter : — 

" On the day appointed, I arrived at two o'clock, 
d began the picture. I found bim a bad sitter. 
Ill- talked all the time, and asked a multitude of 

_ er whicb Mr. £lli<.-e rulumed nas, as might be 

expected, BlTOngly dissumive of this design. Tlie wbolly dis- 
organised Etate of the country and its instiluUont, which ir 
vould take ages, perhepB, to rexlore even to the degree of in- 
duWiyand prosperitj' which it had enjoyed under the Spaniard!, 
sd Columbia, in hii opinion, one of the last plnces in 
irld to which a man deurous of peace and quiet, or of 
lecurity Tor his person and property, should resort to u an 
oBflum. As long as Boliiar lived and maintained his au- 
thority, every reliance, Mr. EUice added, might be placed on 
his integrity and firmnesa; hut with his deaih a new lera of 
Mruggle and eonfilHon would be sure to arise. 
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questions about America — how I liked Italy, what I 
tbouglu of tbe ItiilianH, &c. When he was silent 
he was a better sitter than before ; for he assumed » 
countenance that did not belong to bim, as thou^ 
he were thinking of a frontispiece for Childe Hardd. 
In about an hour our first sitting termmated, and I 
returned to Leghorn, Bcarcely able to persusde 
mjeelf that this was the haughty nusanthrope 
«-hose character iiad always appeared so en«elope)l 
in gloom and mystery; for I do not remeodKr 
ever to have met with manners more gentle ind 
attractive. 

" The next day I returned and had another nUng 
of an hour, during which he seemed anxious to kne* 
what 1 should make of my undertaking. Whilitt 
was painting, the window from which I received n]F 
light became suddenly darkened, and 1 heard a voice 
exclaim ' e troppo hello 1 ' I turned, and discovered 
a beautiiiil female stooping down to look in, the 
ground on the outside being on a level with the 
bottom of the window. Her long golden hair hui^ 
down about her face and shoulders, her complexiw 
was exquisite, and her smile completed one of the 
niost romantic-looking heads, set olF as it was bj 
the bright sun beliind it, which I liad ever behekl 
I.ord Byron invited her to come in, and introduced 
her to me as the Countess Guiccioli. He seeacd 
very fond of her, and I was glad of her presence 
for the playfiil manner which he assumed towards 
her made him a nmch better sitter. 

" The next day, 1 was pleased to fuid that the pro- 
gress which 1 had made in his likeness had givCli 
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satisfaction, for, when we were alone, lie said that he 
had a particular favour to request of ine — would I 
grant it? I said I should be happy to oblige him; 
aod he enjoined me to the flattering task of painting 
the Countess Guiccioli's portrait for him. On the 
following morning I began it, and, after, they sat 
sitfimately. He gave me the whole history of his 
connection with her, and said that he hoped it would 
kst for ever ; at any rate, it should not be hia fault 
if it did not. His other attachments had been 
broken off by no fault of his. 

" I was by this time sufficiently intimate with him 
Co answer his question as to what I thought of him 
before I had seen him. He laughed much at the 
idea which 1 had formed of him, and said, ' Well, 
you find me like other people, do you not ?' He 
often afterwards repeated, ' And so you thought me 
a finer fellow, did you ?' I remember once telling 
him, that notwithstanding his vivacity, I thought 
myself correct in at least one estimate which I had 
made of him, for 1 still conceived that he was not a 
happy man. He enquired earnestly what reason I 
had for thinking so, and I asked him if he had never 
observed in little children, after a paroxysm of grief, 
that they had at intervals a convulsive or tremulous 
tnsnner of drawing in a long breath. Wherever I 
had observed this, in persons of whatever age, 1 had 
always found that it came from sorrow. He said the 
thought was new to him, and that he would make 
nse of it. 

" Lord Byron, and all the party, left Villa Robsm 
^tbe name of their house) in a few days, to pack up 
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their things in their hoUEe at Pisa. He told me thu 
he flhould remain a tew days there, and desired me, 

if Icould do any thing more to thepictures, to come 
and stay witit him. He seemed at a loss where to 
go, and was, I thought, on the point of embarking 
for America. I was with him at Pisa for a few dajBj 
but he was so annoyed by the police, and the wei- 
ther was so hot, that I thought it doubtful whether 
I could improve the pictures, and, taking my depart 
ure one morning before he was up, I wrote him m 
excuse from Leghorn, Upon the whole, I left him 
w'itli an impression that he possessed an excellent 
heart, which had been misconstrued on all hands 
from little else than a reckless levity of manoen, 
which he took a whimsical pride in opposing to ihwe 
of other people." 



LiTr«4a9. TO MR. MURRAY. 

" Pisa. July 6. 1813. 

" I return you the revise. I have softened tlie 
part to which Gifford objected, and changed the 
name of Michael to Raphael, who was an angel of 
gentler sympathies. By the way, recollect to alter 
Michael to Raphael in the scene itself tliroughout, for 
I have only had time to do so in the list of the 
dramatis person EC, and stratcA oat ail the peneil-marh, 
to avoid puzzling the printers. I have given du 
' Vision of Quevedo Itediiiivtis' to John Hunt, whidi 
will relieve you from a dilemma. He must publish 
it at his own risk, as it is at his own desire. Gi»« 



him the corrected copy which Mr. Kinnaird had, as 
it is mitigated partly, and also the preface. 

" Yours," &c. 



htmaSOO. TO MR. MURRAY, 

" Pisa, Juljr 8. 1322. 

" Last week I returned you the packet of proofs. 
You had, perhaps, better not publish in the same 
volume the Po and Rimini translation. 

" I have consigned a letter to Mr. John Hunt for 
the ' Vision of Judgment,' which you will hand over 
to him. Also the ' Pulci,' original and Italian, and 
any prose tracts of mine ; for Mr. Leigh Hunt is 
arrived here, and thinks of commeacing a periodical 
work, to which I shall contribute. I do not propose 
to you to be the publisher, because I knovf that you 
are unfriends ; but all things in your care, except 
the volume now in the press, and the manuscript 
purchased of Mr. Moore, can he given for this pur- 
pose, according as they are wanted, 

" With regard to what you say about your 'want 
of memory,' I can only remark, that you inserted the 
note to Marino Faliero against my positive revoca- 
tion, end that you omitted the Dedication of Sarda- 
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" It is not impossible that I may have tliree or Emit 
cantos of Don Juan ready by autumn, or a little 
later, as 1 ubtained a permission from my dictaCress 
to continue it, — provided always it was to be more 
guarded and decorous and sentimental in the con- 
tinuation than in the commencement. How br 
tliese conditions have been fulfilled may be seen, 
perhaps, by-and-by ; but the embargo was only 
taken off upon these stipulations. You can answer 
at your leisure. Yours," ic 
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TO MR. MOORE. 



" Pisa, July 13. ISK 
" I have written to you lately, but not in answer 
to your last letter of about a fortnight ago. I wish 
to loiDw (and request an answer to tliat point) what 
became of the stanzas to Wellington (intended to 
open a canto of Don Juan with), which I sent yau 
several months ago. If they have failen into 
Murray's hands, lie and the Tories will suppreti 
tliem, as those lines rate that hero at his real value. 
Pray be explicit on this, as I have no oilier copy. 
having sent you the original ; and if you havi; tlien^ 
let me have that again, or a copi/ correct. 

" I subscribed at Leghorn two hundred Tuscwi 
crowns to your Irishism committee ; it is about a 
thousand francs, more or leas. As Sir C. S., vrlw 
receives thirteen thousand a year of tlie public 
money, could not afford more than a thousand livrei 
out of his enormous salary, it would have appeareii 
ostentatious In a private individual to pretend to 



9 him ; and therefore I have sent but the 
e Bum, as you will sec by the enclosed receipt.* 

f* Leigh Hunt is here, after a voyage of eight 

Mthk during which he has, I presume, made the 
TeripluB of Haimo the Carthaginian, and with much 
peed. He is setting up a Journal, to 
which I have promised to contribute ; and in tlie 
Sret number the ' Vision of Judgment, by Que- 
vedo Redivivus,' will probably appear, witii other 
articles. 

" Can jou give us any thing ? He seems sanguine 
about the matter, but (entre nous) I am not. I do 
not, however, like to put him out of spirits by saying 
iO ; for he is bilious and unwell. Do, pray, answer 
titU letter immediately. 

" Do send Hunt any thing in prose or verse, o 
yours, to start him handsomely — any lyrical, in'cal, 
or what you please. 

" Has not your Potatoe Committee been blun- 
dering? Your advertisement says, that Mr. L. I 
Callaghan (a queer name for a banker) hath been 
disposing of money in Ireland ' sans authority of the 
Committee.' I suppose it will end in Cailaghan's 
calling out the Committee, the chairmao of which 
carries pistols in his pocket, of course. 

" When you can spare time from duetting, eoguet- 1 
tinff, and claretting with ynur Hibernians of both | 

• '■ Received from Mr. Htnry Dunn the sum of two hun- 
dred Tu&CBO cramn (for accaunt of the Bight HonouiabU 
I tjliad Noel Byron), for the purpose of asaisting the " ' ' 
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sesei, let me have a line from you. I doubt whether 
Paris is a good place for the composition of your 
»ew poesy." 

LmMSOe. TO MR. MOORE. 

" Pita, Augun s. 18SI. 

" You wi!l liave lieard by tills time that Shetlef 
Knd (iDother gentleman (Captain WilliaiuB) were 
drownedabout araonth ago (a monfA yesterday), inn 
squall off the Gulf of Spezla. There is thus another 
man gone, about whom the world was ill-natureiUyi 
a»d ignorantly, and brutally mistaken. It wiU, 
perhaps, do him justice now, when he con be M 
better for it, • 

" I hove not seen the thing you m^ition f, and 
only heard of it casually, nor have I any desire' 
The price is, as 1 saw in some adverti&emenUi 
fourteen shillings, which is too much to pav for a 
libel on oneself. Some one said in a letter, Uut 
it was a Doctor Watkins, who deals in the life anil 
libtl line. It must have diminished your natural 

* In n teller to Mr. Murray, of mn earlier date, wliicb In* 
been omitlcd to aiuid repElitiooa, be says on the uirae «it(j(CI, 
'■ Yoti veie oJi mUtaLen about Shvllf y, who w«b, witboul ex- 
ception, the betl and Utut seifish miui I ever knew." Thenii 
also anollier paiisage ia the ume letter which, far 'm perfect 
truth, I must quote!—" i have receiied jour scrap, wiA 
Henry Dniry's letua enclosed- It is just lEke him — 
kind and ready to oblige his old friend 

t A book which liad just appeared, anlitlcd " 
the Right Hon, Lord Byron.' 
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pleasure, as a friend (vide Rochefoucault)) to e 
yourself in it. 

" With regard to the Blackwood fellows, I never ' 
published any thing against 'hem ; nor, indeed, have 
seen their tnagaziue (except in Galignani's extracts) 
for these three years past. I once wrote, a good 
while ago, some remarks • on their review of Don 
Juan, but saying very little about themselve*, and 
these were not published. Ifyou think that I ought 
to follow your exainplef (and I like to be in your 
company when I can) in contradicting their impu- 
dence, you may shape this declaration of mine into 
a eimilar paragraph far me. It is possible that you 
may have seen the tittle I did write (and never pub- 
lished) at Murray's ; — it contained much more about 
Sou they than about the Blacks. 

" Ifyou think that I ought to do any thing about I 
Walking's book, I should not care much about pub- 
lishing tny iffenioir now, should it be necessary to 
counteract the fellow. But, in that case, I should 
like to look over the press myself. Let me know 
what you think, or whether I had better not; — at 
least, not the second part, which touches on the 
actual contines of still existing matters. 

" I have written three more Cantos of Don Juan, 
and am hovering on the brink of another (the ninth). 

• The renurkahle pamphlet from which eitracM 
•Iready gi'^n '" '^'^ work. 

t Jt had 1hx-ii asserted in a Jale Number of Blackwood, thai 
both Lord Bjron and myself were employed id vritiag satire* 
against tliat Magiuine. 



'ne resMO I want the siannae again which I sent 
jou ■*, that as these cantos contain a lull det^ (likt 
ifae ttonn in Canto Second) of the si^e and assanb 
of Isanael, with mud) of sarcasm on those butdKfi 
ia \a*^ business, jour mercenary soldiery, it ii 1 
good opportuntiy oT gracing the poem with ■ * ■• 
Widi these things and these fellowB, it is necesair]', 
ia the present dash of philosophy and tyranDj, M 
■hrav away the scabbard. I know it is against lew* 
M odds; but the battle mu^ be fought ; and it wiS 
be eventually ibr the good of mankind, whatever iC 
may be for the individual who risks himself. 

** What da jron think of your Irish bishc^? Ot 
)-ou t«member Swift's line, ■ Let me hare a bani 
— a fig for the cUr^yf' This seems to harebrai 

" Yours," &C. 



LirrtmSOS. TO MB- MOORE. 

" Piia, Augii»iS7. ISfi. 

" It is boring to trouble you with ' sudi smill 
gear;' but it must be owned that I should be gUd 
if you would enquire whether my Irish subscriptiai 
ever reached the committee in Paris from I^e^uwib 
My reasons, lite Vellum's, ' are threefold:* — First, 
I doubt the accuracy of all almoners, or remitteis of 
boierolent cash ; sectud, I do suspect that the ttii 
Committee, having in part served its time to time' 
serving, may have kept buck the acknowledgment 
^■n obnoxious politician's name in their lists: aoA 
'. 1 feel pretty sure that I shall one day be 
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Aritted by the government scribes for having been 
a professor of love for Ireland, and nut coming 
ftmrard with the others in her dietresses. 

" It ia not, as you may opine, that I am ambitiouB 
«)f having my name in the [lapers, aa 1 can have that 
jKOy day in the weeic gratis. All I want is to know 
.if the Reverend Thomas Mall did or did not remit 
^y subscription (200 scudi of Tuscany, or about a 
'tfaaugand francs, more or less,) to the Committee at 
.faris. 

" The other day at Viareggio, I thought proper to 
Bwim ofF to my schuoner (the Bolivar) in the ofHng, 
and thence to shore again — about three miles, or 
.twUer, in all. As it was at mid-day, under a broil- 
I log sun, the consequence has been a feverish attack, 
' and my whole skin's coming olf, after going through 
■ the process of one large continuous blister, raised by 
the sun and sea together. I have suffered much 
, pain^ not being able to lie on my back, or even 
lide 1 for my shoulders and arms were equally 
St. Bar tholo mewed. But it is over,— and I have 
got a new skin, and am as glossy as a snake in its 
Dew suit. 

" We have been burning the bodies of Shelley and 
Williams on the sea-shore, to render them fit for 
removal and regular interment. You can have nc 
idea what an extraordinary effect such a fiincral pile 
has, on a desolate shore, with mountains in the back- 
ground and the sea before, and the singular appear- 
ance the salt and frankincense gave to the flame. 
AH of Shelley was consumed, except his heart, which 



s» 

would not take the flame, aod is now preseired in 
spirits of wine. 

" Your old acquaintance Londonderry has quietly 
died at North Cray ! and the virtuous De Witt iras 
torn in pieces by the populace I What a lucky • • 
the Irishraan has been in his life and end. * ii him 
your Irish Franklin est mort I 

" Leigh Hunt is sweating articles for his nev 
Journal; and both he and I think it somewhat 
sliabby in i/ott not to contribute. Will you become 
one of the prqpemofeM ? ' Do, and we go snacks.' 
I recommend you to think twice before you respond 
in the negative. 

" I have nearly (yuiie ikrec) four new cantos of 
Don Juan ready. I obtained permission from the 
female Censor Morum of my morals to continue it, 
provided it were immaculate ; go I have been u 
decent as need be. There is a deal of war — 1 
siege, and all that, in the style, graphical and 
technical, of the shipwreck in Canto Second, which 
' took,' as they say, in the Row. 

" Yours, ic. 

" P. S. That » • • Galignani has about 
ten lies in one paragraph. It was not a Bible thil 
was found in Shelley's pocket, but John Keati'i 
poems. However, it would not have been strange, 
for he was a great admirer of Scripture as a conipe- 
gition. / did not send my bust to the academy of 
New York; but I sat for my picture to young West, 



an American artist, at the request of Eome members 
of that Academy to him tliat he would take my 
portrait, — for the Academy, I believe." 

I had, and still have, thoughts of South America, 
but am fluctuating between it and Greece. I should 
Lave gone, long ago, to one of them, but for my 
liaison with the Countess G'.; for love, in these 
days, is little compatible with glory. iS*!^ would be 
delighted to go too ; but I do not choose to expose 
her to a long voy^e, and a residence in an unset- 
tled country, where I shall probably take a part of 



Soon after the above letters were written, Lord 

Byron removed to Genoa, having taken a house, 

called the Villa Saluzzo, at Albaro, one of tlie 

I suburbs of that city. From the time of the unlucky 

I squabble with the serjeiknt-major at Pisa, his tran- 

I quillity had been considerably broken in upon, as 

■well by the judicial enquiries consequent upon that 

I event, as by the many sinister rumours and suspi- 

I cions to which it gave rise. Though the wounded 

I man had recovered, his friends all vowed vengeance 

^ with the dagger : and the sensation which the affair 

I and its various consequences had produced was, — 

^tO Itfadame Guiccioli more particularly, from the 

■ portrait, (hough destined Ibr Americs, was, it ap- 

Ter sent thitber. A fev copies oT it have aoK been 

Mdnted bj Mr. West, but the originsl picture was purchs'^il 

r bj Mr. Joy, of Hartham Park, Wilts ; who is also the pos- 

' HSEor of [he original portrait of Madame Guiccioli, by the 



situation in which her family stood, in regard to 
politics, — distressing and alarming. While the i« 
presaion, too, of this event was still recent, another 
circumstance occurred which, though coinparativelj 
unimportant, had the unlucky effect of again draw- 
ing the attention of the Tuscans to their new visi 
During Lord B3Ton's short visit to Leghorn, a Swiss 
servant in his employ having quarrelled, on t 
occasion, with the brother of Madame Guicdoli, 
drew his knife upon the young Count, and wounded 
him shghtly on the cheek. Thb affray, happening 
80 soon after the other, was productive also of « 
much notice and conversation, that the Tuscan 
government, in its horror of every thing like d 
turbance, thought itself called upon to interfim: 
and orders were accordingly issued, that, within four 
days, the two Counts Gamba, father and son, should 
depart from Tuscany. To Lord Byron this decistw 
was, in the highest degree, provoking and dis 
certing ; it being one of the conditions of the Guic- 
cioli's separation from her husband, that she should 
thenceforward reside under the same roof with bet 
father. After balancing in his mind between vanoue 
projects, — sometimes thinking of Geneva, and si 
times, as we have seen, of South America, — I 
length decided, for the present, to transfer his i&a- 
deuce to Genoa. 

His habits of life, while at Pisa, had but very Utile 
differed, except in the new line of society into w" ' ' 
his introduction to Shelley's friends led him, — I 
the usual mouotor.ous routine in which, so singularly 
for one of his desultory disposition, the daily counc 
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of hU existence had now, for some years, flowed. At 
two he usually breakfasted, and at three, or, as the 
year advanced, four o'clock, those persons who were 
in the habit of accorapai)ying hnn in his rides, called 
upon him. After, occasionally, a game of billiards, 
De proceeded,— and, in order to avoid starers, in 
his carriage, — asfar as tlie gates of the town, where 
his horses mot him. At first the route he chose for 
these rides was in the direction of the Cascine and 
of the pine-forest that reaches towards the sea; but 
having found a spot more convenient for his pistol 
exercise on the road leading from the Porta alia 
Spia^ia to the east of the city, he took daily this 
course during the remaioder of his stay. When 
arrived at the Podere or farm, in the garden of 
which they were allowed to erect their target, his 
iriends and he dismounted, and, after devoting 
about half an hour to a trial of skill at the pistol, 
returned, a little before sunset, into the city. 

" Lord Byron," says a friend who was sometimes 
present at their practising, " was the best marksman. 
Shelley, and Williams, and Trelawney, often made 
as good shots as he— but they were not so certain; 
and he, though his hand trensbled violently, never 
missed, for he calculated on this vibration, and 
depended entirely on his eye. Once after demolish- 
ing his mark, he set up a slender cane, whose colour, 
nearly the same as the gravel in which it wa^ fixed, 
might well have deceived him, and at twenty paces 
he divided it with his bullet. His joy at a good 
uhot, and his vexation at a failure, was great — and 
A A 3 
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when we met him on his return, his cold salutation, 
or jojous laugli, told the tale of the day's succesi 

For the first time since his arriva] in Italy, he ww 
found himself tempted to give dinner parties; hi* 
guests being, besides Count Gamba and Shelley, 
Mr. Williams, Captain Medwin, Mr. Taafe, and Mr. 
Trelawney; — and "never," as his friend Shelley 
used to say, " did he display himself to more advan- 
tage than on these occasions ; being at once pi^te 
and cordial, full of social hilarity and the most per- 
fect good humour ; never diverging into ungraceGil 
merriment, and yet keeping up the spirit of liveliness 
throughout the evening." Aboutmidnigbt his guests 
generally left him, with the esceptiou of Captain 
Medwin, who used to remain, as I understand, 
talking and drinking with his noble host till far into 
the morning ; and to the careless, half mystifying 
confidences of these nocturnal sittings, implicitly 
listened to and confusedly recollecteil, we owe the 
volume with which Captain Medwin, soon after the 
death of the noble poet, favoured the world, 

On the subject of this and other such intimacies 
formed by Lord Byron, not only at the period of 
which wc are speaking, but throughout his whole life, 
it would be difficult to advance anything more judi- 
cious, or more demonstrative of a true knowledge of 
his character, than is to be found in the following 
remarks of one who bad studied him with her whole 
heart, — who had learned to regard him with the eyes 
of good sense, as well as of affection, and whose strong 
love, in short, was founded upon a basis the most cre> 
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ditable both to him aiid herself, — the being able to 
understand him. * 

" We continued in Pisa even more rigorously to 
abaeDt ourselves from society. However, as there 
were a good many English in Pisa, he could not avoid 
becoming acquainted with various friends of Shelley, 
among which numher was Mr. Medwin. Tliey fol- 
lowed hira in his rides, dined with him, and felt 
themselves happy, of course, in the apparent inti- 
macy in which they lived with so renowned a man ; 
but not one of them was admitted to any part of his 
friendship, which, indeed, he did not easily accord. 
He had a great affection for Shelley, and a great 
esteem for his character and talents ; but he was not 
hifi friend in the most extensive sense of that word. 
Sometimes, when speaking of his friends and of 
friendship, as also of love, and of every other noble 
emotion of the soul, his expressions might inspire 
doubts concerning his sentiments and tlie goodness 
of his heart. The feeling of the moment regulated 
his speech, and, besides, he liked to play the part of 
singularity, — and sometimes worse, — more espe- 
cially with those whom he suspected of endeavour- 
ing to make discoveries as to his real character ; but 
it was only mean minds and superficial observers 
that could be deceived in him. It was necessary to 

• '■ My pcMr Zimmermnn, who now will understand thee?" 
— auch was tlie touching speech addressed lo ZimmeimBn by 
bis wire, on her death-bed ; and there is impliiid in these few 
words all that a man of morhid sensibility must be dependant 
for upon the lender and self-forgetting tolerance of the wonun 
•rith whom he is united. 
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comider his actions to perceive the contradiction 
they bore to his words: it was necessary to be 
witneasof certain moments, during which unforeseen 
and involuntary emotion tbrced him (o give htauelf 
entirely up to his feelings ; and whoever beheld him 
then, became aware of the stores of sensibility and 
goodness of which his noble heart was full. 

" Among the many occaaiooe I had of ceeing him 
thus overpowered, I shall mention one relative to bis 
feelings of friendship. A few days before leaving 
Pisa, we were one evening sealed in tlie garden of 
the Palazzo Lanfranchi. A soft melancholy waa 
spread over his countenance ; he recalled to tnind 
the events of his life i compared them with his pre 
gent situation, and with that which it might have 
been if his ofFection for me had not caused him to 
remain in Italy, saying things which would have 
made earth a paradbe for me, but that even then) 
presentiment that 1 should lose all this ha[^niun 
tormented me. At this moment aservant announced 
Mr. Hobhouse. The slight shade of melancholy 
diffused over Lord Byron's face gave instant place 
to the liveliest joy; but it was so great, that it 
almost deprived him of strength. A fearful paleneM 
came over his cheeks, and his eyes were filled iritli 
tears as he embraced his friend. Mis emotion wu 
so great that he was forced to sit down. 

" Lord Clare's visit also occasioned him extreme 
delight. He had a groat affection for Lord Claffe 
and was very happy during the short visit that he 
paid him at Leghorn. 'X'he day on wliicli thef 
separated was a melancholy one for Lord Byroik 



Ie a presentiment that I shall never see him 
he Baid, and his eyes filled with tears. The 
melancholy came over him during the first 
weeks that succeeded to Lord Clare's departure, 
whenever his conversation happened to fall upon 
this friend." * 



' " Id Pisa abhiamo conlmusto anche piil ligamaiuDeiile a 
riyeie lanUno dalla aocieU. Esundosi perii in Pisa molti 
Ingied egli non pott escuursi did fare U conoscenu di varji 
amlci 6i Shelley, frH i quali uno fu Mr. Medwjn. Essi lo se- 
giiitaTBno al passeggio, pranzBTono con liu i; certametile b' 
tenevano feiid della appsrenle intunili che loro accoidava un 
uomo cod Buperiore. Ma nessuno di loro fu aoiineua mai a 
porta della sub Bmiciiia, che cgli non era facile a accordare. 
Per Shellef egli avcva d«ir afftiione, e molu stima pel sua 
carsttere e pel sua talento, ma non eta suo amico nel estcn- 
■ione del senso che si deva dare alia parola amicixia. Tal'olta 
parlaado egU de' auoi amici, e dtU' amiciiia, come pure dell 
■more, e di ogni altro nobile aenlimcnto dell' aninia, potevano 

luUa bon[& del luo core. Una impressione mamimlanea rego- 
lava i iubi diacorsi ; e di piil egli amava anche a rappreaentaro 
un penonaggio biiiarro, e qualdie rolta enchc peggio, — spe- 
dalraente con quelli che egli pensava voleasero studiare e fare 
delle Koperle sul buo caraitere. Ua nell' inganno non potera 
eadere chi! una piccula mtnie, B un oaservalore superfidale. 
Bist^navaeaaminare le sac aiioni per aentire tutta le contrad- 
diiione che era fra di esse e i suoi discord ; bisognava vederlo 
in certi moment! in cui per una emoiione improviaae piil forte 
detU sua loloDtA la sua anima a abbandonaia interamenta a 
■e sWasB; — bisognava vedrrlo aUora per scoprire i tesori di 
sendbilili e dj bont^ che eranu In qiiella nohile anima. 

" Fra le [ante volte che io I'ho leduto in simili dreostante 

fochi giomi ptima di lasciare I'ls. eraramo \et»o aera inuune 
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Of his feelings on the death of his daughter 

AUegra, this lady gives the following account: — 
" On the occaeioD also of the death of his natural 
daughter, I saw in his grief the excess of paternal 
kindness. His conduct towards this child was always 
that of a fond father ; but no one would have guessed 
from his expressions that he felt this affection for 
her. He was dreadfully agitated by the first intelil- 
gence of her illness ; and when afterwards that of 
her death arrived, I was obliged to fulfil the melan- 

seduti nel gianlino del Falauo Lanfranchi. Una dolce tnalia- 

awonimenti delta sua vitaefsceva il canrronlDcolleattiialtwt 
quellache atrebbe po<u[>i essere ae la sua affoiOM 
Jo Hvease fatto restore in Italia; e diceva cDH cliE 



■ 


a>rebbero resa per me la terra un paradiso, m pk aino d-allnn 




il preBtentimenW di perdete Unta feliciti non mi a»esse Im- 




nientata. In queato menlre ua domefldco annuncio Mr. Hsb- 


■ 


house. La leggiera tinta dl malinvaoia spans sul viuidi Bynn 


■ 


ricopetse il suo volto, e nell' abbracdare il mo atnico i uia 




occhi erano pieni di lacrime di co-xteato. E I'cmoiione fii 


■ 


co^ facie che egli fu Dbbligato di Kdcisi, sentendui mancui 


I 


" La Tunuta pure di Lord Clare fu per lui un epocadi gniide 




felice in quel breve tempo che passi presso di lui a Liiomo, e 


1 


il giomo in cui si separarono fu un giomo di grande trirtnv 




piu,' diceva egli ; e i suoi occhi si riempirano di lacrime ; t 




ID quesw auto I'ho tcdulo per vnrii Bettinutnie dopo la puteMi 
di Lord Clare, ogni qual Yolla il discorso cadeva s«l>n £ 
coiMo U euo amico." 
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choly task of communicBting it to him. The memory 
of that frightful moment is Etampcd indelibly on my 
mind. For several evenings he had not letl his 
house, I therefore went to him. His first question 
was relative to the courier he had despatched for 
tidings of his daughter, and whose delay disquieted 
him. , Af^er a short interval of suspense, with every 
caution which my own sorrow suggested, I deprived 
him of all hope of the chUd's recovery. ' I under- 
stand,' said he, — 'it is enough, say no more." A 
mortal paleness spread itself over his face,his strength 
failed him, and he sunk into a seat. His look was 
fixed, and the expression such that I began to fear 
I for his reason ; he did not shed a tear, and his coun- 
< tenaDce manifested so hopeless, so profound, so sub- 
lime a sorrow, that at the moment he appeared a 
I being of a nature superior to humanity. He re- 
I mained immovable in the same attitude for an hour, 
I and no consolation which I endeavoured to afford 
I him seemed to reach his ears, far less his heart. But 
enough of tliis sad episode, on which I cannot linger, 
I even after the lapse of so many years, without re- 
newing in my own heart the awful wretchedness of 
that day. He desired to be left alone, and I was 
obliged to leave him. I found him on the following 
morning tranquillised, and with an exjiression of 
religious resignation on his features. ' She is more 
fortunate than we are,' he said ; ' besides, her posi- 
tion in the world would scarcely have allowed her 
to be happy. It is God's will — let us mention it no 
more.' And from that day he would never pro- , 
nounce her name ; but became more anxious when 
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he spoke of Ada, — so much so as to disquiet hiniBelf 
when the usual accounts sent bim were for a post at 

two delayed."* 

* " Nell' od'anoae pure dells morire della sua GglU ootunle 
10 ho vedutD nel auo dolan Cuttucia che vi q di piii proTutdo 

fanciulla em sbiia sempre quelUdel paAre tl pji) amoroso j im 
dollE di lui pHTole nOD si BBrabbe giudicato che aveaae Una 
afTciione per lei. Alls prinu notiiia dells dl Id malatlis egti 
fu Eammatnenie agitato ; giunie poj la notutia delta morte, cd 
JO daves^si eserciCareil CriKto uGdodi partJdparlaaX.ord BjFniD. 
Quel sensiUilE momento sar^ indelebile nella mia menioniL 
Egli non u^vs da varii giomi la Bcra: Lo aodai dufUJUi: lift 
lui. La priiua domaiida che egli mi fece fu relsciva al Corriere 
chc egli aveva spedito per avere notizie della sua figlia, e di 

pensione con tulla I'arte che aapeta suggerirmi il raio proprio 
doloi-e gli talbi ogn! uperania della gunrizione della randnlla 
' Ho intesOf* disae egli — ^ basts cod — non dite di pj&' — 
e un pailore morlale si sparse sul suo volto ; le forze gli miui- 
carono, e cadde snprs una sedis d'appaggio. li suo aguirdo 

riroase in quaUo stato d^immobilita iin' ora; e ne^^una parnljl 
d] consolaiione che io poteiM mdiretiargU pBrera peoetrare le 
sue orefcJiie nou che il suo core- Ma baata cod di questa Irisla 
deteuiione nella quale non posso fennarmi dopo lantl IDoi 
senia risvegliarc dl nuovo nel tnio animo le lerribile soSereme 
di quel giorno. La mattlni lo trovai tranquilla, e cod niu 
espi'essLone di religiosa rsssegnaaione nel suo volto. ' Ella i 
pill felice di noi,' diss' egli — ' d'altronde la sua sitoansM 
nel mondo non le aircbbe data [one felicili. Dio ha nluU 
cosl — non ne pailiamo pi6.' E da quel gionio in poi non 
ha piil TOluto proferire il noma dj quella fanduQs. Ha t 
divenulo piiV pensicroso parUndo di Adda, al panto lE 
tonnentard qnsndo gli ritardafano di qualcfae t 



Tlie melancholy death of poor Slielley, which 
happened, as we have seen, aha during this period, 
Beems to have affected Lord Byron's mind, leas with 
grief for the actual loss of his friend, than with bitter 
indignation against those who bed, through life, so 
grossly misrepresented him ; and never certainly was 
there an instance where the supposed absence of all 
religion in an individual was assumed so eagerly as 
an excuse for the absence of all charity in judging 
him. Though never personally acquainted with Mr. 
Shelley, I can join freely with those who most loved 
him in admiring the various excellences of his heart 
and genius, and lamenting the too early doom that 
robbed us of the mature fruits of both. His short 
life had been, like his poetry, a sort of bright errone- 
ous dream, — false in the general principles on which 
it proceeded, though beautiful and attaching in most 
of the details. Had full time been allowed for the 
" over-light" of his imagination to have been tem- 
pered down by the judgment which, in him, was still 
in reserve, the world at large would have been taught 
to pay that high homage to his genius which those 
only who saw what he was capable of can now be 
expected to accord to it. 

It was about this time that Mr. Cowell, paying a 
visit to Lord Byron at Genoa, was told by him that 
some friends of Mr. Shelley, silting together one 
evening, had seen that gentleman, distinctly, aa they 
thought, walk into a little wood at Lerici, when at 
the same moment, as they afterwards discovered, Le 
was far away in quite a different direction. " This, 



r added Lord Byron, jd a low, awe-stnick tone of vmc^ 
S «wfls but ten days before pcwr Shelley died." 



LEmK504. TO MR. MUHRAY. 

" Genoa, October 9. 1B23. 

" 1 have receired your letter, and as you explain ii, 
I have no objection, on j/our account, to omit those 
passages in the new Mystery (wliich were marked in 
the half-sheet sent the otliet day to Pisa), or the 
passage in Cain ; ^but why not he open and say bo 
Mfirstf You should be more straight-forward on 

'• I have heen very unwell — four days confined U 
my bed in ' the worst inn's worst room,' at Lerid, 
with a violent rheumatic and bilious attack, consli- 
pation, and the devil knows what : no physician, 
except a young fellow, who, however, was kind and 
cautious, and that's enough. 

" At last I seized Thompson's bo^k of prescriptions 
(a donation of yours), and physicked myself with the 
fir^t dose I found in it ; and afler undergoing the 
ravages of all kinds of decoctions, sallied from bed 
on tlie fifth day to cross the Gulf to Sestri. The sea 
revived me instantly ; and I ate the sailor's cold 
fish, and drank a gallon of country wine, and got to 
Genoa the same night after landing at Sestri, and 
have ever since been keeping well, but thinner, and 
with an occasional cough towards evening. 

" I am afraid the Journal is a bad business, and 

)n't do; but in it I am sacrificing m^se^ for otliera— 
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/can have no advantage in it. 1 believe (hebrolheri: 
Hunts to be honest men ; I am sure ihat they are 
poor ones ; they have not a nap. They pressed me 
to engage in this work, and in an evil hour I con- 
Bented. Still I shall not repent, if I can do them 
the least service. I Irnve done all I can for Leigh 
Hunt since he game here ; but it is almost useless : 
— his wife is ill, his six children not very tractable, 
and in the affairs of this world he himself is a child. 
The death of Shelley left them totally ground ; and 
I could not see them in such a state without using 
the common feelings of humanity, and what means 
were in my power, to set them afloat again. 

" So Douglas Kinnaird is out of the way F He was 
so the last time I sent him a parcel, and he gives no 
previous notice. When is he expected again ? 

" Yours, Sfc. 

" P. S. Will you say at once — do you publish 
Werner and the Mystery or not ? You never once 
allude to them. 

" That curst advertisement of Mr. J. Hunt is out 
of the limits. I did not lend him my name to be 
■ hawked about in this way. 

" However, I believe — at least, hope — that after 
all you may be a good follow at bottom, and it is on 
this presumption that 1 now write to you on the 
subject of a poor woman of the name of Fm^, who 
is, or was, an author of yours, as she says, and pub- 
lished a book on Switzerland in I8I6, patronised by 
the ' Court and Colonel M'Mahon.' But it seems 
that neither the Court nor the Colonel could get over 
the portentous price of ■ three pounds, tliirteen, and 



sixpence,' which alarmed the too Euaccptible public; 
and, in short, ■ the book died awaj,' and, what ii 
worse, the poor bouI's hushand died too, and ahe 
writes with the man a corpse before her ; but io- 
stead of addressing tbe bisliop or Mr. Wifberfiwa^ 
bIic hath recourse to that proscribed, atheistical, syl- 
logistical, phlogistical person, m^fey, as they saj ia 
Notts. It is strange enough, but the rascaiUe En- 
glish who calumniate me in every direction and ea 
every score, whenever they are in great dislreu 
recur to me for assistance. If I have liad one ex- 
ample of tills, I have had letters from a thousand, 
and as far as i« in my power have tried to rep^ 
good for evil, and purchase a shilling's worth of ul- 
vation as long as my pocket can hold out. 

" Now, I am willing to do what I can for this un- 
fortunate person ; but her situation and her wisba 
(not unreasonable, however,) require more than cm 
be advanced by one individual like myself; for 1 
have many claims of tlie same hind just at present 
and also some remnants of drbt to pay in Engiand— 
God, he knows, the fatter how reluctantly ! Can the 
Literary Fund do nothing for lier ? By your interert, 
which is great among the pious, I dare say UiU 
something might be collected. Can you get any of 
her books published ? Suppose you took htr u 
author in my place, now vacant among your rags- 
muffins ; she is a moral and pious person, and will 
shine upon your shelves. But seriously, do wbu 
you can for her." 



L£iT«a505. TO MR. ML'RRAY. 

" Genoa, Obre 23. 1822. 
" I have to thank you for a parcel of books, which 
we very welcome, especially Sir Walter's gift of 
' Halidon Hill,' You have aetit me a copy of 
'' Werner," but without the preface. If you have 
published it without, you will have plunged me into 
a very disagreeable dilemma, because I shall be 
I accused of plagiarism from Mies Lee'a German's 
• Tale, whereas 1 have fully and freely acknowledged 
that the drama is entirely taken from the story. 
" I return you the Quarterly Review, uncut and 
: unopened, not from disrespect or disregard or pique, 
I but it is a kind of reading which I have some time 
I disused, as I think the periodical style of writing 
( hurtful to the habits of the mind, by presenting the 
,' superiices of too many things at once. I do not 
[ know that it contains any thing disagreeable to me 
I — it may or it may not ; nor do I return it on ac- 
i count that there may be an article which you hinted 
I at in one of your late letters, but because I have left 
1 off reading these kind of works, and should equally 
I have returned you any other number. 
I "lam obliged to take in one or two abroad, because 
, solicited to do so. The Edinbui^h came before me 
by mere chance in Galignani's picnic sort of gazette, 
where he had inserted a part of it. 

" You will have received various letters from me 
lately, in a style which 1 used with reluctance ; but 
you left me no other choice by your absolute refuc^d 
to communicate with a man you did not like upuii 

VOL. V. B B 



I 




S70 NOTICES OF THE Idas, 

the mere simple matter of trausrer of a few papen 
of little consequence (except to their author), ajiil 
which could be of no moment to yourself. 

" I hope that Mr. Kinnaird is better. It is strange 
that you never alluded to his accident, if it be true, 
as stated in tlie papers. 1 am yours, &c. &:c 

■' I hope that you have a milder winter than we 
have had here. We have had inundations worthy 
of the Trent or Fo, and the conductor (Franklin's) (if 
my house was struck (or supposed to be stricken) bj 
a thunderbolt. I was so near the window that Its! 
dazzled and my eyes hurt for several minutes, and 
everybody in the house felt an electric shock at the 
moment. Madame Guiccioli was frightened, as you 
may suppose. 

" I have thought since that your bi^'ols would bsve 
' saddled me with a judgment' (as 'i'liwackum did 
Square when he bit his tongue in tdlking met^y' 
sics), if any thing had happened of consequeaCC' 
These fellows always forget Christ in their Christi- 
anity, and what he said when < the tower of Siloam 
fell.' 

" To-day is the 9th, and the 1 0th is my surviving 
daughter's birth-day. 1 have ordered, as a regalci 
a mutton chop and a bottle of ale. She is seven years 
old, I believe. Did I ever tell you tliat the day I 
came of age I dined on eggs and bacon and a bottle 
of ale ? For once in a way they are ray favourite dish 
and drinkable, but as neither of them agree with me, 
I never use them but on great jubilees — once iu four 
or five years or so. 

" I see somebody represents the Hunts and Mrs- 
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Shelley as living in my house: it is a. falEehood. 
They reside at some distance, and I do not see thent 
twice in a month. I have not met Mr. Hunt a dozen 
times since I came to Genoa, or near it. 

" Yours ever," Sic. 



LiTTKiiSOS. TO MR. MURRAY, 

" Genoa, lObre 25°, 1822. 

" I had sent you back the Quarterly, without 
perusal, having resolved to read no more reviews, 
good, bad, or indifferent; but ' who can control his 
fate?' Galignani, to whom my English studies are 
confined, has forwarded a copy of at least one half 
of it in his indefatigable catch-penny weekly compi- 
lation ; and as, ' like honour, it come unlooked for,' 
I have looked through it. 1 must say that, upon the 
whole, that is, the whole of the ha/f which I have 
read (for the other half is to be the segment of Ga- 
lignani's next week's circular), it is extremely hand- 
some, and any thing but unkind or unfair. As I 
take the good in good part, 1 must not, nor will not, 
quarrel with the bad. What the writer says of Don 
Juan is harsh, but it is inevitable. He must follow, 
or at least not directly oppose, the opinion of a pre- 
vailing, and yet not very firmly seated, party. A 
Review may and will direct and ' turn awry' the 
currents of opinion, but it must not directly oppose 
them. Don Juan will be known by and by, for what 
it is intended, — a Satire on abuses of the present 
states of society, and not an eulogy of vice. It may 
be now and then voluptuous : I can't help thai 
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Ariosto is worse ; Smollett (see Lord Strutwell b 
vol. 2d of Rodericlc Random) ten times worse; and 
Fieldiog no better. No girl will ever be seduced by 
reading Don Juao: — no, no; she will go to Little's 
poems and Rousseau's romans for that, or even to 
the imrauculate De Stael, They will encourage 
her, and not the Don, who laughs at that, and — onit 
— most other things. But never mind^fo irA! 

" Now, do you see what you and your fi-iends do 
by your injudicious rudeness? — -actually cement z 
Bort of connection which you strove to prevent, and 
which, had the Hunts prospered, would not in all 
probability have eontinued. As it is, I will not qiut 
them in their adversity, though it should coat me 
character, fame, money, and the usual et cetera. 

" My original motives I already explained ^n the 
letter which you thought proper to show): theyan 
the true ones, and I abide by them, as I tell you, and 
1 told Leigh Hunt when he questioned me on [be 
subject of that letter. He was violently hurt, and 
never will forgive me at bottom ; but 1 can't help 
that. I never meant to make a parade of it; but if 
he chose to question me, I could only answer the 
plain truth : and I confess I did not see any thing 
in the letter to hurt him, unless I said he was ' a bort,' 
which I don't remember. Had their Journal gone 
on well, and I could have aided to make it better 
for them, I should then have left them, after my safe 
pilotage oir a lee shore, to make a prosperous voyage 
by themselves. As it is, I can't, and would not, if 
I could, leave them among the breakers. 

" As to any community of feeling, thousi 
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opinion, between Leigh Hunt and me, there is little 
or none. We meet rarely, hardly ever ; but 1 think 
him a good-principled and able man, and must do as 
I would be done by. I do not know what world he 
has lived in, but I have lived in three or four ; but 
none of them like his Keats and kangaroo terra 
incognita. Alas I poor Shelley I how we would 
have laughed had he lived, and how we used to 
laugh now and then, at varioua things which are 
grave in the suburbs I 

" You are all mistaken about Shelley. You do not 
know how mild, how tolerant, how good he was in 
society; and as perfect a gentleman as ever crossed 
a drawing-room, when he liked, and where liked. 

" I have some thoughts of taking a run down to 
- Naples {solas, or, at most, cum sola) this spring, and 
writing, when I have studied the country, a Fifth 
and Sixth Canto of Cliilde Harold: but this is 
merely an idea for the present, and I have other 
excursions and voyages in my mind. The busts * 
are finished : are you worthy of them ? 

" Yours, &c. N. B. 

" P. S. Mrs. Shelley is residing with the Hunts 
at some distance from me. I see them very sel- 
dom, and generally oa account of their business. 



■ Of the liu^t of himself bj Bartollini he says, in one of 
the omitted litters lo Mr. Murray : — " Tlie bu^ doea not turn 
out a good one. — though it may be like for aught I know, s* 
il exactly resemhles a superannuated Jesuit." Again: ■' I aanire 
you Baitollini's is dreadful, though mymindmisgivea methat 
it ig hideously like. If it is, I cannot be long far this world, 
ibr it overlooks seventy." 
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Mrs. Shelley, I believe, will go to England in the 
spring. 

" Count Gamba's family, the father and mother 
and daughter, are residing with me by Mr. HiU (ibe 
minister's) recommendation, as a safer asylum from 
the political persecutions than they could have in 
another residence ; but they occupy one part of « 
large house, and 1 the other, and our establishroentt 
are quite separate. 

" Since 1 have read the Quarterly, I shall erase two 
or three passages in the latter six or seven cantos, b 
which I had lightly stroked over two or three of your 
authors ; but I will not return evil for good. I lilted 
what I read of the article much. 

" Mr. J. Hunt is most likely the publisher of the 
new Cantos ; with what prospects of success I know- 
not, nor does it very much matter, as far as 1 <ni 
concerned ; but I hope that it may be of use to hin; 
he is a stiff, sturdy, conscientious man, and 1 like him: 
be is such a one as Prynne or Pym might be. 1 beir 
you no ill-will for declining the Don Juans. 

" Have you aided Madame de Yossy, as I re- 
quested ? I sent her three hundred francs. Recom- 
mend her, will you, to the Literary Fund, or to Moie 
benevolence within your circles." 



" AlbsTD, Novnnlier la IMt 

" The Chevalier persisted in declaring himself tn 

ill-used gentleman, and describing you as a kind of 

i Calypso, who lead astray people of an amatoiy 
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vithout giving them any sort of compeo- 
mting yourself, it seems, with onlymak- 
ijQg one fool instead of two, which is the more ap' 
proved method of proceeding on such occaBions. 
For my part, I think you are quite right; and be 
assured from me that a woman (as society is con- 
stituted ii) England) who gives any advantage to a 
nan may expect a lover, but will sooner or later find 
a tyrant; and this is not the man's fault either, per- 
haps, but is the necessary and natural result of the 
circumstances of society, which, in fact, tyrannise 
over tile man equally with the woman ; that is to say, 
if either of them have any feeling or honour. 

" You can write to me at your leisure and incli- 
nation. I have always laid it down as a maxim, and 
found it justified by experience, that a man end a 
woman make for better friendships than can exist 
between two of the same sex ; but t^tse with this 
condition, tbat they never have made, or are to 
make, love with each other. Lovers may, and, 
indeed, generally are enemies, but they never can be 
friends ; because there must always be a spice ol 
jealousy and a something of self in all their specu 
lations. 

" Indeed, I rather look upon love altogether as a 
sort of hostile transaction, very necessary to make or 
to break matches, and keep the world going, but by 
no means a sinecure to the parties concerned. 

" Now, as my love perils are, I believe, pretty well 
over, and yours, by all accounts, are never to begin, 
we shall be the best friends imaginable, as far as 
both are concerned, and with this advantage, that 
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we may both fall to loving right and left through all 
our acquaintance, without either sullenness or sor- 
row from that amiable passion which are its insepa- 
rable attendants. 

" Believe me," &c 
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